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BY     JOHN     LANE     COMPANY 


TnFrLIMPXnS PRESS 
N  O  B  W  O  O  D  ■  11   A   S  S  ■  U  ■  S  ■  A 


"  Our  spirits  arr  living!,  }>ayrinrts.  Thr 
ideals  'ubich  :ct'  carry  in  our  hrcirts 
are'  viore  deadly  to  the  e)ie'Ky 
than    any    man-made    :veapons.' 


FORFAVORD 

1  fIFSE  sf/c'lions  from  cnllrrlrd  Irttcrs  of 
C()NiN(;snY  Dawson  to  his  family,  hav,' 
bct-n  fditfd  by  his  sister,  Murikl  Dawson, 
and  art'  published  in  responsf  to  hitndrrds 
of  requests.  Readers  of  his  first  volume  of 
correspondence  from  the  Front,  issued  under 
the  title  of  "Carry  On,''  have  zvritten  from 
all  over  the  country  asking  that  a  further 
series  be  given  them.  The  generous  apprecia- 
tion and  personal  interest  expressed  by  these 
readers,  have  induced  Lieutenant  Conincsby 
Dawson's  family  to  publish  t'.wse  letters. 
They  take  up  his  story  at  the  point  zvhere 
''Carry  On''  laid  it  dozi-n,  at  the  time  when 
America  entered  the  zvar. 
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Living  Bayonets 

<iA  Record  of  the  JTast  T^usk 


France 
_  April  14,  i()-'-j 

1  HE  other  night  at  twelve  your  letters  came  to 
me  just  as  I  was  climbing  into  my  bunk,  so  re- 
cently tenanted  by  a  Hun.  I  imme-liately  lit 
another  candle,  stuck  it  on  the  wall  in  a  manner 
peculiar  to  myself,  and  started  on  a  feast  of  genuine 
home  gossip. 

What  a  dilTerence  it  must  make  to  you  to  know 
that  the  United  States  are  at  last  confessedly  our 
Ally.  Their  iinancial  and  industrial  support  will 
l)e  invaluable  to  us  and  will  make  a  difference  at 
once.  And  the  moral  advantage  of  having  them 
on  our  side  is  the  greatest  wound  to  the  spirit  of 
Germany  that  she  has  received  since  the  war 
started.  It  will  be  real  fun  to  be  able  to  come 
back  to  Xew  York  in  khaki,  won't  it?  —  instead  of 
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slinking  in  as  a  cixilian.  Besides,  if  I  get  wounded, 
I'll  be  able  to  come  home  to  \isit  you  on  leave  now. 

This  big  decision  has  made  me  almost  gay  ever 
since  it  happened.  I  have  such  a  new  atTection 
for  everything  across  the  Atlantic  —  almost  as  if 
New  York  anrl  the  Hudson  were  just  across  the 
lawn  from  England,  the  nearest  of  near  neighbours. 
I  wish  with  all  my  heart  that  I  could  drop  in  on 
you  for  a  day  and  just  sit  down  on  the  sunny 
verandah  and  talk  and  talk.  There's  so  much  T 
want  to  hear  and  so  much  I  want  to  understand 
in  the  changed  attitude  of  .\merica.  I'm  sure 
everyone  must  be  much  more  happy  now  that  the 
cloud  of  reproach  has  lifted  and  the  brightness  of 
heroism  is  in  the  air.  It  shines  in  my  imiagination 
like  the  clear  blueness  above  the  white  towers  of 
New  York.  There's  one  tiling  certain;  now  that 
the  President  has  made  up  his  mind,  the  country' 
will  go  as  baldheadedly  for  war  as  it  has  for  every- 
thing else  it  ever  set  out  to  attain.  The  real 
momentousness  of  this  happening  hasn't  been  ap- 
preciated by  the  lighting  men  out  here  yet.  With 
a  sublime  arrogance  they  feel  themselves  quite 
capable  of  licking  Germany  without  the  assistance 
of  anyone. 

I'm  ver}-  much  anticipating  the  arrival  of  the 
first  copy  of  ''Carr>-  On"  —  not  that  I  shall  show 
it  to  anyone. 
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II 

Fr.\n'ce 

April  17,  191 7 

L/AST  night  I  was  out  on  a  working  party  —  a 
moonlight  night  with  sleet  falling,  and  did  not  get 
back  till  past  two.  The  first  thing  my  llash-light 
fell  on  as  I  entered  my  dug-out  was  a  pile  of  letters 
from  home.  At  past  3  .\.M.  I  was  still  reading 
them,  when  H.  and  B.  woke  up  and  asked  if  there 
was  anything  for  them.  There  was.  So  there  we 
were  all  lying  in  our  bunks  and  reading  our  love- 
letters  till  nearly  4  a.m. 

Yesterday  I  had  a  very  exciting  time.  I  was 
doing  some  reconnoitring  along  the  front  when  a 
bullet  whizzed  by  and  ahiiost  scorched  the  ear  of 
my  sergeant.  We  hopped  into  a  trench  about  two 
feet  full  of  water.  But  whenever  we  showed  our- 
selves the  sniping  started  up  again.  At  last  we 
got  tired  of  wading,  so  climbed  out  and  made  a 
dash  across  the  open.  None  of  us  were  caught, 
but  by  pure  bad  luck  another  sergeant  of  mine 
who  was  waiting  quite  300  yards  away,  got  it  in 
the  back.  He  was  a  big,  hea\y  cliap  and  we  had 
quite  a  s'ippery  time  carr>-ing  him  out  on  a  stretcher 
to  the  dressing-station.  That's  the  second  X.C.O. 
who's  been  hit  with  me  in  the  last  ten  days.  The 
other  chap  got  it  in  his  side.  Either  of  these 
wounds  would  have  been  nice  to  get  for  anyone 
who  wanted  a  rest.     But  I  don't  want  to  get  out 
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vet;  all  the  really  sporting  part  ui  tWs  war  will 
be  this  summer.  We  are  praying  that  we  may 
come  into  action  at  the  gallop.  "Halt,  action 
front  I"  bang  off  our  rounds  and  follow  up  again. 

For  some  reason,  today  my  memory  has  been 
full  of  pictures  of  that  wonderful  leave  we  had 
together  in  London.  Things  have  come  back  that 
I'd  forgotten  —  \isits  to  theatres,  to  restaurants, 
rides  in  ta.xis,  so  many  things  —  all  the  time 
there's  that  extraordinary  atmosphere  of  intense 
love.  T  suppose  I  must  have  s^ient  the  night 
dreaming  of  you.  Living  in  the  daylight  hours 
in  this  deep  dug-out  makes  spring  seem  like 
winter;  I  expect  that  helps  mc  to  remember. 
How  I  wi>h  I  could  have  those  ten  days  again. 
Perhaps  our  next  will  be  in  New  York,  when  I 
come  ])ack  in  khaki  for  an  odd  week.  The 
thought  of  such  a  happening  in  the  future  and 
the  recollection  of  the  meeting  that  is  past  are 
like  coming  to  a  fire  out  of  a  dark  cold  night. 
This  war  is  so  monstrously  impersonal;  the 
attachments  one  forms  with  those  among  whom 
he  lives  are  so  few,  that  the  passionately  personal 
affections  of  the  old  days  shine  out  like  beacon 
fires.  It  will  be  wonderful  when  the  war  ends 
and  one  can  sit  still  in  a  great  hush. 

Yesterday  I  had  a  day  off  for  a  bath  behind 
the  lines  —  I  hadn't  tubbed  for  well  over  a 
month  and  hadn't  been  back  of  the  guns;    also 
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I  had  slept  in  my  clothes  —  so  you  may  judge 
that  warm  water  and  soap  were  a  necessity. 
Afterwards  I  had  great  fun  shopping  for  the 
mess,  Ijut  I  didn't  manage  to  buy  much  a>  the 
c(juntry  is  all  eaten  up.  All  that  is  beautiful  \n 
the  way  of  landscape  lies  aheail,  so  we're  very 
an.xious  to  capture  it  from  the  Hun.  (Jne  looks 
out  over  his  l)ack  country,  so  green  and  beauti- 
ful and  untouched,  and  feels  like  an  Old  Testa- 
ment spy  ha\ing  a  pee[>  at  th  Promised  Land. 
Without  doubt  it  will  be  ours  in  the  ordained 
time.  When  I  went  out  this  morning  it  was  to 
see  a  blue,  blue  sky,  a  battery  pulling  into  action 
and  behind  it  a  desolated  town.  But  the  fea- 
ture that  caught  my  attention  was  the  spring 
sky.  I  stared  and  stared  at  it  and  thought  of 
when  the  war  is  ended.  Today  I  had  to  go  to 
another  town  which  is  in  process  of  being  bat- 
tered. On  my  w:iy  I)ack  I  passed  through  a 
wood  —  most  of  the  trees  were  levelled  to  the 
ground.  In  the  wood  I  found  a  hawk  wounded 
by  shrapnel,  and  pressing  close  behind  a  fallen 
trunk.  And  I  foun>.»  my  tirst  spring  flower  —  a 
daffodil  —  which  I  am  enclosing  to  you.  I've 
sent  you  many  flowers,  but  none  which  carries 
with  it  more  love  than  this  little  withered  daf- 
fodil —  my  hrst  token  of  spring  —  gathered  from 
a  fought-over  woodland  of  France. 

Since  writing  thus  far  it  has  been  raining  cats 
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and  dogs,  and  I've  been  catching  the  mud,  which 
leaks  through  my  roof,  in  a  soup-plate.  Little 
things  like  mud  and  rain  don't  damp  our  ardor, 
however;  we  press  on  and  on  to  certain  victory. 
One  of  our  officers  came  back  from  leave  today 
—  he'd  spent  his  freedom  in  Devon,  and  was 
full  of  the  beauty  of  the  springtime  there.  Hapi)y 
Devon  I  War  has  changed  the  seasons  in  France. 
Winter  started  in  October;  it's  the  middle  of 
April  and  winter  has  not  yet  ended.  Oh,  to 
wake  up  again  with  the  splendid  assurance  of 
a  summer  day  with  nothing  but  beauty  —  such 
a  peaceful  day  as  we  have  so  often  spent  at 
Kootenay.  That  wounded  hawk,  crouching 
among  the  daffodils,  is  a  symbol  —  we're  like 
that:  beasts  of  prey  for  our  country's  sake, 
maimed  in  mind  and  spirit,  and  waiting  till 
our  wings  grow  strong  again.  And  yet  —  Who 
would  be  anywhere  else  but  here  so  long  as 
the  war  lasts?  Oh,  the  fme  clean  courage  of 
the  men  in  the  face  of  danger  and  their  brave 
endurance  in  the  presence  of  privation!  It 
passes  understanding.  I  saw  a  chap  with  a 
mortal  wound  the  other  day  thinking  nothing  of 
himself  —  only  of  his  pal,  who  was  but  slightly 
wounded.  The  most  unendurable  people  act 
like  heroes  in  the  face  of  death.  There's  a  fun- 
damental nobility  in  all  men  which  comes  to 
the  surface  when  life  is  most  despairing. 
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Franci: 
April   19,   igi7 

I  SIT  in  a  hole  in  a  recent  battlc-ficUL  Over 
mv  head  is  some  tattered  canvas,  upheld  by 
Fritzie  shovels.  In  a  battered  bucket  wood 
splutters,  and  the  rain  it  raineth  every  day.  To 
make  my  api)earance  more  gipsydiku  I  may 
add  that  my  hands  are  cracked  with  the  mud. 
When  the  war  is  ended  I  shall  lie  in  bed  for  a 
month. 

We've  come  thrt)Ugh  some  very  lively  times  of 
late,  and  I  shall  have  plenty  of  local  colour  to 
impart  to  you  when  the  war  is  ended.     My  mind 
is  packed  with  vivid  pictures  which  I  cannot  tell. 
This  huge  silence  which  rests  between  individu- 
als  is    the   most    terrilic    thing    about   the    war. 
You  get  the  terror  made  concrete  iov  you  when 
you   err  p   to   your   Observation    Post   and    spy 
upon   the   Hun   country.      In   the   foreground   is 
a   long   stretch   of   barbed   wire,    shell-holes   and 
mud.     Behind  that  a  ruined  town;    then  gradu- 
ally, grceriicss  growing  more  vivid  as  it  recedes 
to  the  horizon.     Nothing  stirs.     You  may  look 
through  your  telescope  all  day,  but  nothing  stirs. 
Yet   you   know   that   in   every   hole   the   liidden 
death   lurks;    should   you   for   a   moment   forget 
and  raise  your  head  unwarily,  you  are  reminded 
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of  your  folly  l-y  the  crack  of  u  rillc.  I've  always 
made  ihc  ini>Uikc  of  iKlirving  liu-  bol  of  cvrry- 
onc  -and,  as  a  soldier.  Tvc  m\cr  bciii  al)lf  to 
(rcdil  the  fact  that  anytme  of  a  hig  nation  would 
(ount  himself  happy  to  get  my  scalp.  The  ai  tual 
pa>se.-.  belief.  I  recall  so  vividly  that  >l(ir>-  of 
the  I'lnal  war,  written  by  a  (ierman,  Tlir  II urn. in 
Slau^^lilcr-house.  The  chai)  never  re;i!i/es  the 
awfulness  of  his  job  until  for  the  first  time  he 
comes  face  to  face  with  the  young  boy  he's  called 
upon  to  kill.  We  kill  by  hundred.-^  from  a  di.s- 
lante,  but  the  de^troyed  and  the  (le:>troyers  rarely 
have  a  hint  of  each  other's  identity.  I  came  to 
a  dug-out  the  other  day  in  a  battered  trench. 
Even  the  water  in  the  shell-hoks  was  dyed  by 
explosives  to  the  colour  of  blood.  Outside  lay 
a  German,  face  downwards  in  the  mud  an 
old  man  with  griz-iled  hair.  I  shoved  my  revoher 
round  the  mouth  of  the  dug-out  and  called  to 
anyone  who  was  there  to  come  out.  A  Cockney 
voice  answered;  then  fcjllowed  a  scraml)ling; 
two  huge  feet  came  ui)  through  the  dark;  they 
belonged  to  a  dead  German;  two  of  his  com- 
rades grinned  cheerfully  at  me  from  behind  the 
corpse  and  propelled  it  none  too  reverently  into 
the  mud.  Hehind  the  party  I  discovered  my 
Cockney-adventurer  —  a  machine-gunner  who, 
having  lost  his  company,  niade  amends  by  cap- 
turing three  Fritzies  and  killing  two  others  with 
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lh(.'  ai<l  (if  u  pal  witli  a  ^hattert'd  K-i;.  I  \<>U\  hini 
to  bring  hi-,  pal  up.  Umltr  \u>  dine  lions  thr 
Frit/.ic's  trotU'd  hatk  inlo  tin-  hole  and  hroui^lit 
out  the  woundt'cl  fellow.  Tlu}  wvrv  extraordi- 
narih'  meekdookiui;  and  ([uite  ^ur])ri'^i^^ly  geii- 
lle;  when  I'd  told  thelli  wheri'  the  dressiiig- 
slation  was,  they  made  a  handy-chair  of  their 
hands,  plaied  our  fellow's  arms  about  their  neiks 
and  sta^^^(•rl■d  away  through  the  I^arrage  or 
(urtain  of  tire,  as  the  paper>  like  to  call  it  Ixu  k 
to  safety  with  their  WH)unde<i  enemy.  And  \  et 
within  the  hour  all  these  people  had  been  chuek- 
inui;  bombs  at  one  another. 

.\  few  da}  s  ago  I  was  detailed  for  a  no\el  e.\- 
jieiienec  to  follow  u[)  the  infantry  attack 
across  Xo  Man's  Land  to  the  H  n  fnmt  line  and 
a>  far  as  his  support  trenches.  died  for  volun- 

teers I'.)  acc()nii)an}'  me  and  h;id  a  splendid  lot  ot 
(h;ips.  My  party  got  away  with  the  adventure 
without  a  scratch  which  was  e.xtracjrdinarily 
lucky.  ]\rore()vcr  wc  accomplished  the  parti*,  u- 
lar  job  that  we  were  called  ui)on  to  do. 

Tonight  I'm  out  fn-m  dusk  to  daylight  pok- 
ing through  lh(»  darkness  in  a  country  where 
one  dare  not  u.se  a  flashdight.  Ik-tween  two 
ruined  towns  I  have  to  pass  a  battered  Calvary. 
The  Christ  upon  His  Cross  is  still  untouched, 
though  the  shrine  and  surrounding  trees  are 
smashed  to  atoms.     I  think  He  means  more  to 
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me  like  that  stripped  of  Hih  gorgi-ousncss  — 
than  ever.  He  ^eeiivs  so  Hke  ourselves  in  His 
lonely  and  unhallowed  suffering.  The  road  which 
leads  to  and  from  Him  is  symbolic-  -  shell-lorn, 
scattered  with  de  id  horses  and  men,  while  ahead 
tl.e  snarl  of  shrai)nel  darts  across  the  sky  and 
spends  itself  in  little  fleecy  puffs.  All  this  deso- 
lation will  be  recreated  one  day,  the  country  will 
grow  green  and,  in  another  countr\-,  greener 
than  any  upon  earth,  those  dead  men  will  walk 
and  laugh  and  In  that  other  country  the 
Christ  will  no  longer  h.uig  alone  and  aloolly.  I 
like  to  think  of  that  —  of  the  beauty  in  the 
future,  if  not  in  this,  then  in  sonic  other  world. 
One  grows  tired,  just  like  that  image  on  the 
Cross.  How  little  the  body  counts!  War 
teaches  Uj  that. 


IV 

Franci". 
April  22,  K)i7 

1  H.\I)  a  letter  from  each  one  of  you  the  day 
before  last,  and  they  reached  me  within  three 
weeks  of  being  written  —  it  made  you  all  seem 
very  near. 

I  am  writing  this  to  you  from  a  mercifully 
deep  dug-out,  which  was  the  home  of  Huns 
considerably  less  than  a  fortnight  ago.  I'm  sure 
it  was  very  obliging  of  them  to  think  ahead  and 
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provide  us  with  such  safe  hidinR-pIarcs  from 
their  villainous  shells.  Thev  h.ivt-  knocked  the 
liouse  down  overhead.  I:i  the  yard  is  a  broken 
bird-cage  -  the  owner  must  have  set  the  ea[)- 
tive  free  before  he  made  good  his  own  escape. 
Hanging  at  the  head  of  my  bunk  is  an  iron  cruci- 
fix and  on  the  wall  is  a  beautiful  woman's  por- 
trait. One  hardly  thinks  of  his  enemy  a>  being 
human  these  days  —  he  seems  only  an  imper- 
sonal devastating  force;  but  it  was  a  man  with 
affections  who  lately  tenanted  my  dug-out. 

In  a  recent  attack  I  saw  a  curious  haj)pening. 
I  was  up  with  the  infantry  as  liaison  ofl'icer  when 
one  of  our  i)lanes  was  shot  down.  The  pilot 
made  an  effort  to  land  behind  our  trenches,  but 
his  machine  was  unmanageable  and  he  came 
down  in  Boche  territory  -  or  what  had  been 
Boche  territory  a  cjuarter  of  an  hour  before. 
1  hrough  my  glasses  I  saw  the  pilot  and  observer 
get  out  and  start  to  creep  cautiously  back.  \Vc 
ourselves  didn't  know  for  certain  where  the 
Huns  were  —  all  we  knew  was  that  they  were 
su{>posed  to  be  withdrawing.  When  the  air- 
nun  arrived  at  our  battalion  headcjuarters  they 
were  still  scarcely  convinced  that  our  chaps 
were  not  Huns  in  khaki.  When  we  gave  them 
a  meal  of  bully-beef  they  knew  that  we  were 
British.  So  very  much  I  could  tell  you  which 
is  thrilling  and  heroic  if  only  I  were  allowed. 
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Do  you  know,  sometimes  I  murvel  at  my  con- 
tented loneliness?  It  isn't  like  me.  I  ought  to 
be  homesick  and  —  but  I'm  not.  I'm  too  much 
consumed  with  the  frenzy  of  an  ideal  to  care 
for  anything  Ijut  to  see  the  i)rinciple  for  which 
we  tight  established.  What  one  man  can  do  isn't 
much  --  only  a  Jesus  can  save  the  world  single- 
handed;  the  real  satisfaction  is  in  one's  own 
soul,  that  softness  and  success  had  not  made  him 
deaf  to  the  voice  of  duty  when  she  called  to  him. 
For  me  this  undertaking  is  as  holy  as  i  crusade; 
if  it  were  not  I  could  not  endure  the  sights.  As 
it  is  I  keep  quiet  in  my  soul,  feeling  humbly  glad 
that  I  am  allowed  to  fulfd  the  dreams  of  my 
boyhood.  I  always  wanted  to  do  something  tij 
save  the  world,  }()U  remember.  First  I  was  going 
to  be  a  missionary;  then  a  reformer;  then  a 
preacher;  then  a  poet.  Instead  of  any  of  th'.-se 
I  "struck  luck"  as  a  novelist  —  and  I  can  see 
now  how  success  was  corroding  to  one's  ideals. 
Success  in  America  is  so  inevitabh-  measured  in 
terms  of  praise  and  moncv.  I  wanted  to  save 
the  world;  never  in  my  wilde>t  dreams  did  it 
occur  to  me  that  I  .should  get  my  chance  as  a 
st)ldier.  I  remember  when  I  was  studying  his- 
tory at  Oxford  how  I  useil  to  shudder  at  the 
descriptions  of  battles,  especially  medieval  bat- 
tk■^  waged  by  mailed  Titans.  I  don't  know  what 
change  has  taken  place  in  me;    this  is  a  more 
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damnable  war  in  its  possibilities  for  sulTcring 
than  any  of  a  by-gone  age;  in  comparison,  those 
old  wars  seem  chivalrous  and  humane.  And  vet 
because  of  the  spiritual  goal  for  which  we  tight 
T  no  longer  shudder.  Yes,  that  is  the  rea.son  for 
thi'  change.  A  man  doesn't  often  get  the  chance 
in  these  commercial  times  to  risk  all  that  he 
holds  most  dear  for  humanity's  sake.  I  think 
of  the  morning  family  prayers  of  child'  .'od  in 
the  old  panelled  room  in  Highbury  and  the  peti- 
tions you  used  to  make  for  us  everything  has 
^ilaped  tow.Ards  this  great  moment  in  our  lives; 
the  past  was  a  straight  road  leading  to  this  cri- 
sis. 1  don't  forget  the  share  you  three  contrib- 
ute the  share  of  your  brave  loneliness  and 
waiting.  Your  share  is  the  greatest.  God  bless 
you. 

Our  major  was  twice  wounded  in  the  recent 
olTensives  and  has  now  left  us  for  a  higher  posi- 
tion.   I  was  terribly  sorry  to  lose  him. 


Fk.vnck 
April  jo,  i()i7 

1  nil  mud  has  gone.  Spring  is  here  and  the  sun 
shims  all  the  lime.  Oh.  a  most  enjoyable  war, 
I  do  assure  you.  When  I  wakened  this  morning 
I  wandered  up  the  thirty  stairs  from  my  tiug-out 
into  the  former  garden,  which  is  now  a  scene  of 
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the  utmost  desolation.  A  row  was  going  on  as 
though  the  ('flcsti;i  housemaid  had  lost  her 
temper  and  given  notice,  and  was  tumbling  all 
the  {)lates  from  the  pantry  through  the  clouds. 
Above  the  clatter  I  heard  a  sound  which  was 
almost  alarming:  the  clear  brave  note  of  a 
thrush.  i)ii)ing,  piping,  piping.  He  didn't  seem 
to  care  a  rap  how  often  the  guns  blew  their  noses 
or  how  often  the  Hun  shrapnel  clashed  like  cym- 
l;als  overhead;  he  had  his  song  to  sing  in  the 
sunshine,  and  was  determined  to  sing  it,  no 
mat  .cr  that  the  song  might  go  unheard.  So 
there  I  stood  and  listened  to  liim  among  the 
ruins,  as  one  might  listen  to  a  faithful  priest  in 
a  fallen  church.  I  recreated  in  imagination  the 
people  who  IkuI  lived  here  for  generations,  their 
tragedies,  kindnoses,  love-affairs.  It  must  have 
been  a  beautiful  place  once,  for  everywhere  there 
are  stumps  of  fruit-trees,  hedges  of  bo.x  trodden 
almost  underground,  circular  patches  which  were 
flower-beds.  I  can  i)icture  the  exiles'  joy  when 
they  hear  that  their  village  has  been  recaptureil. 
Presently  they'll  come  back,  these  old  women 
and  men  —  for  their  sons  are  fighting  —  and 
they'll  look  in  vain  for  even  the  landmarks  of 
the  Utile  house  which  once  sheltered  their  alTec- 
tions.  The  thrush  in  the  tree  is  all  that  the 
Huns  have  left  of  past  history.  We  British  lose 
our  men  in   the   light,   but  the  sacrilice  of   the 
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French  is  immeasurahie,  for  when  their  sons 
arc  dead  they  have  no  quiet  place  of  recollections. 
They  can't  say,  ''  Do  you  remember  how  he 
walked  here  two  years  back?"  or  'These  holly- 
hocks he  planteil."  or  ''How  he  waved  us  good- 
bye as  we  watched  him  from  the  gate!"  The 
same  cyclone  of  j)assion  which  has  taken  their 
sons'  li\L*s,  has  robbed  them  of  everything  tan- 
gible which  would  remind  them  of  liim. 

As  regards  the  U.S.A.  joining  with  us,  I  have 
spoken  with  several  Huns.  They  one  and  all 
seem  very  dejected  about  it  and  seem  to  con- 
sider the  loss  of  America's  friendship  one  of  the 
greatest  blows  of  the  war. 

VI 

France 

M<iy   10,   1917 

I'M  just  back  at  the  guns  from  a  two  da}s'  rest 
at  the  wagon-lines.  It'>  the  first  time  I'nc  been 
back  since  March.  I  rose  early  on  a  blazing 
morning  and  started  down  to  the  point  where 
T  was  to  meet  my  h(jrses.  I  sa}-  '"rose  early," 
but  as  a  matter  of  fact  I  had  only  had  four  hours' 
slee[)  in  forty-eiglit  and  hadn''  had  my  clothes 
off  for  nearly  three  weeks.  As  I  drew  awa\'  the 
low  thun»i(T  that  we  make  grew  le^s  and  less, 
the  indescribable  smell  of  bursting  explosives 
fainter;    soon  I  realized  that  a  lark  was  singing 
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overhciul;    then  another  —  then  another.     Brave 
little  l)irds  to  come  so  near  to  danger  to  sing  for 
us.     At  the  edge  of  a  wood  I  found  my  chestnut 
mare,    Kitty,    and    my    groom       the    chap    who 
used    to   work    at    the   Silver   King   mine,    which 
overlooks    our    ranch    at     Kootenay.      I'hat    we 
should  share  that  memory  always  forms  a  l)t)nd 
of  kindne>s  between  us.     We  didn't  stop  long  at 
the  wagon-line,  but  soon  started  out  to  get  fur- 
ther back  for  lunch.     I  had  it  in  the  shack  of  an 
officer  who  was  with  me  at  Petewawa.    Then  olf 
I  went  at  a  galloi)  for  green  trees  and  clean  coun- 
try.    I  hadn't  gone  far  before  I  came  to  a  God's 
Acre    full    of    crowded    little    white    c         i    and 
newly  turned  earth.     Our  captain  wa„   rtith  me 
and  he  learnt  that  an  oUl  friend  from  one  of  our 
batteries   was   on   the   way   <lown   with   a   Union 
Jack  spread  over  him.    \Vc  went  into  the  brown 
field  where  the  men  who  have  "gone  west"  lie 
so  closely  and  snugly  side  by  side,  and  came  to 
a   place   where   six   shallow   holes   were   dug   like 
clay    coffin.^.      Presently,    winding    through    tie 
forest  of  crosses,  the  hard  blue  sky  o>erhead,  we 
saw  the  little  Ixmd  advancing,  the  stretcher  car- 
ried high  on  the  shoulders  «)f  four  officers.     The 
burden  was  set  down  and  the  flag  lifted,  showing 
the  mummy-like  form  sewn  up  in  the  blanket  in 
which  the  living  man  had  slept.     The  chaplain 
began  tremulously,  "I  am  the  Resurrection  and 
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the  life;  he  who  belicveth  in  me,"  etc..  and 
while  ne  recited  I  watched  the  faces  of  the  gun- 
ners drawn  up  at  attention  in  the  strong  sun- 
light. To  them,  whatever  else  the  ceremony 
meant,  it  at  least  meant  this  —  a  day  away  from 
the  guns.  Suddenly  I  discovered  that  the  Lord's 
IVav  cr  was  being  said.  Then  heads  were  again 
covered  and  the  word  of  command  was  given. 
"Right  turn.  Quick  March."  The  stretcher 
was  gathered  ui)  and  the  little  crowd  dis[)ersed. 
I  suppose  '^ere  is  a  woman  somewhere  who 
would  have  given  ten  years  of  life  to  have  stood 
in  my  shoes  beside  that  narrow^  grave.  For  my- 
self I  thought,  "Well,  the  chap's  got  what  we 
long  for  most  out  here  —  rest.  He  won't  have 
to  stand  in  the  mud  any  more,  when  his  feet 
are  like  stones  and  eyes  like  lead,  watching  and 
watching  the  rockets  go  up  along  the  front. 
And  he  won't  have  to  guide  his  guns  in  at  night 
or  wonder  what  life  will  do  to  him  when  the  war 
is  ended.  He  longed  for  sleep  and  now  he  sleeps 
endlessly."  It  didn't  impress  me  as  at  all  sad. 
He'd  played  hi  part  like  a  man  and  was  at  last 
rewarded.  But  we  —  we  were  alive,  and  we 
hadn't  had  a  bath  for  a  month  -  so  we  jumped 
on  our  hori^es  and  trotted  off  to  the  nearest  >hower. 
It  was  five  in  the  afternoon  when  we  again 
took  to  the  highway.  We  wanted  to  sponge  out 
our   minds   by   looking   at   something   beautiful, 
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just  as  we  had  sponged  down  our  bodies.     Wc, 
I  should   explain,   were  myself  and   the  captain 
of  my  battery.      Soon  we  found  ourselves  among 
fields    from    which    all    the    wrinkles   of    tremhes 
and  pit-marks  of  shell-holes  had  been  smoothed 
out.     There   was   a   river   winding  between   tall 
trees  unblasted  by  the  curtain  of  fire.     Peasants 
were  at   work   on   their   little   patches    -  women 
and  either  very  old  men  or  boys.     We   came  to 
a  town  as  ciuiet  and  unspoiled  as  those  we  used 
to  visit  in  those  pre-war  days.     In  a  courtyard 
we  tethered  our   horses  and   then  sat   down   to 
one  of  those  incomparable  French  meals.     It  was 
splendid    after   canned   stuff,    and    you    couldn't 
hear  the  boom  of  a  single   gun.     The  peace  of 
the  place  got  hold  of  us  —  we  didn't  want  to  go 
back    too    hurriedly,    and    kept    postponing   and 
postponing.     A  blue  and  gold  haze  with  a  touch 
of  silver  shining  through  it  was  blurring  all  the 
sky    when  we  remounted.     We  travelled  slowly, 
singing  —  thinking    up    the    twilight    songs    of 
other  times.     My  thoughts  went  back  to  Scotch 
holidays  at  Arran  and  Loch  Katrine  —  the  dar- 
ingly  late   evenings   of   childhood.      Reluctantly 
we  came  back  and  saw  the  frantic  city  of  Very 
lights  grow  up,   which   indicate   the   Hun  front. 
The  air  began  to  be  shaken  again  by  the  pro- 
longed   agony    of    rushing    shells    and    stamping 
guns.     It  was  only  after  midnight,  when  we  had 
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reached  our  hut,  that  I  remembered  the  need  of 
sleep.  But  when  I  struck  a  match  on  entering, 
I  found  letters  from  each  one  of  you  awaiting  — 
so  lay  late  in  bed  reading  them  by  candle-light 
for  another  hour.  One  snatches  at  small  pleas- 
ures and  niagnilies  them  into  intensity. 

Your  letters  U)\d  me  about  "Carry  On"  and 
seeing  "Colonel  Xcwcome,"  and  al)out  the  High- 
landers in  Xcw  York.  What  a  wry  much  more 
homel}'  place  America  must  be  to  you  now.  I 
must  say  I  am  keen  to  see  the  book.  It's  not 
mine  at  all  —  it's  you  dear  home  people's  —  you 
called  it  out  and  you  put  it  together. 

Here  I  >it  in  the  underground  place  which  I 
have  to  call  "home"  at  present.  You  go  through 
all  kinds  of  contortions  to  enter.  Leacock  could 
Ije  very  funny  at  my  expense. 


VII 

Fr.\nck 
June  2,  1Q17 

IT  is  II  .A.M.,  and  I'm  sitting  at  the  bottom  of 
a  dug-out  waiting  for  the  Hun  to  finish  his  morn- 
ing hate  before  I  go  upstairs.  He  seems  very 
angry  and  has  just  caved  in  one  of  our  walls. 

Mother  seemed  most  awfully  sorry  for  me  in 
her  last  letter.  But  you  know  I'm  really  haxing 
rather  a  good  time,  despite  having  a  minimum 
amount  of  washing  and  having  our  me^s  kitchen 
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blown  in  every  few  days.  The  only  time  that 
one  get-  melancholy  is  when  nothing  is  doing. 
An  attack  or  the  preparations  for  an  attack  are 
real  fun.  F.verybody  is  on  his  toes  and  there's 
no  time  to  think. 

It's  four  hours  later.  Just  as  I  had  reached 
this  point  news  came  that  some  of  our  chaps 
were  buried,  so  T  had  a  little  bri>k  spade-work, 
then  a  wriggling  voyage  through  a  hole,  and  then 
a  lot  of  me,--y  work  pouring  iodine  into  wounds 
and  binfling  up.  I'm  afraid  my  hands  are  >till 
rather  like  a  murderer's.  Incidentally  our  kitchen  is 
entirely  done  for  this  time.  We've  got  the  woun- 
ded fellows  on  their  way  to  Blighty  and  are  fairly 
confident  that  they're  not  going  west  this  time. 

I  am  so  glad  that  the  coming  of  America  into 
the  game  ha>  made  so  much  dilTereiice  tt)  you. 
I  wish  T  could  come  ])ack  ''or  a  fijrtnight  and 
share  the  excitement  with  you.  It's  difficult  to 
picture  Xew  York  as  a  military  pageant  in  khak'. 
Tell  me  all  about  the  young  fellows  T  know  and 
what  the\-  are  doing.  I  wonder  how  many  are 
in  the  I'icld  Artillery  —  which  is  about  the  most 
intere>ting  part  of  the  game. 

^'ou  remember  that  Calvary  I  told  you  about. 
T  saw  it  under  another  guise  after  writing.  Some- 
thing happened  and,  instead  of  the  soring  peace, 
it  was  a  shamble  with  horses  and  men  dyir.g. 
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In  such  cases  one  can't  do  anything  —  he  has  to 
go  oil  about  his  own  errancj. 

Iin  >o  very  dirty  that  I'll  leave  off  iiow  while 
there',>  a  chance  to  liave  a  wash.  I'm  awfullv 
niudd}-,  and  my  hair  i-  just  reatly  for  growiiii,' 
j)otatoes  —  tliere's  about  a  {)ound  of  the  real 
estate  of  France  in  it. 

VIII 

Franck 

Jmir   6,    l';I7 

1  OU  certainly  arc  owed  a  whole  lot  of  letters, 
hut  it  is  very  difficult  to  find  the  time  under 
present  conditions  -  I  didn't  get  my  breakfast 
until  7.30  P.M.  yesterday.  And  today  I  was  up 
at  4  A.M.,  and  ditln't  come  l)ack  from  up  front  till 
dusk.  So  you  sie  I  really  have  some  excuse  for 
being  temporarily  a  bad  correspondent.  Wm 
don't  need  to  be  sorry  for  me  though,  ox  anything 
like  that,  for  I'm  having  quite  a  good  time. 
After  the  mud  this  hard  white  .sunlight  is  a  God- 
send.    Do  you  remember  — 


June  7th.  Thus  far  I  got  when  I  was  inter- 
rupted and  another  day  has  gone  by.  I'm  just 
back  again  from  up  front.  I  went  there  at  dawn 
to  do  .some  reconr.-vssance  v/ork.  By  eight  the 
heat  was  sweltering  —  just  the  way  it  was  when 
we   made   our   memorable   trip   down    the   Loire 
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v;il!cy  —  only  now  iIrtc  arc  no  c^taniincls  at 
whkh  to  drink  Ciro  Citron.  'Iho  only  inluihi- 
tant>  of  the  place  where  I  am  now  are  the  mayor 
an.l  his  daughter,  who  returned  the  moment  the 
town  was  captured.  Rather  tine  of  them.  Ve>- 
terday  a  I'reneh  soldier  looked  in  (on  si)eeial 
leave)  to  claim  what  was  left  of  hi^  cottage;  just 
;is  much.  I  should  imagine,  as  you  could  make 
into  a  road.  And  yet.  despite  the  fallen  hou>es, 
the  fruit-trees  are  green  and  not  so  long  ago  were 
white  with  bloom  and  nodding. 

I'm   feeling   extraordinarily   lazy   ami   comfort- 
able.    I've    taken    two    hours   over   shaving   and 
washing.     My  basin  was  the  bra.-^s  case  of  a  big 
eight  inch   naval   shell   which    was    formerly   the 
property  of  the  Hun.     I  wi>h  I  could  send  you 
one  back.     Two  mornings  ago  I  had  a  dive  and 
swim  in  a  shell-hole  tilled  with  rain-water,  which 
gives  you  some  idea  of  the  sized  crater  a  big  shell 
can   make.     From    henceforth,   however.    I   shall 
have   to  eschew   this   pleasure,   as  I   understand 
that  the  ground  is  so  i)oisuned  with  corpses,  etc., 
that  the  water  i-^  likely  to  bring  on  skin  disease. 
1  liave  that  to  a  slight  extent  already.     Most  of 
us   have  -   it   comes   from   eating   no   vegetables 
and  nothing  but  tinned  stulT. 

How  interested  you'd  be  if  you  could  just  go 
for  a  couple  of  hours'  walk  with  me.  Coming 
back  today  I  marvelled  that  we  had  ever  managed 
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to  make  our  advance;  the  Hun  machine-gun 
emplaeements  were  ^u  strongly  fortilied  ami  well- 
chosen.  It  speaks  volumes  for  the  im|)etuosity 
of  our  infantry. 


DC 

T'kanck 

JuHt'   17,    Kjiy 

i  BELIF.VE  it  must  be  nearly  a  week  since  I 
wrote.  I'he  reason  is  that  I'm  down  at  the 
wagon-lines.  >upposed  to  be  resting,  which  is 
when  we  work  the  hardest.  First  of  all  we  had 
a  grand  inspection  of  the  Brigade,  which  kept 
one  going  from  5  A..M.  to  10. .^o  r.M.,  cleaning 
harness.  Then  we  had  Brigade  s[)orts,  which 
are  not  yet  over  and  wliich  don't  leave  an  oftlcer 
with  any  leisure.  The  best  time  for  letter- 
writing  is  when  one  is  in  action,  since  you  sit  in  a 
dug-out  for  interminable  hours  with  nothing  much 
to  keep  you  busy. 

I'm  looking  forward  very  much  to  the  receipt 
of  "Carry  On";  it  hasn't  come  yet.  It  will  be 
like  reading  something  absolutely  beyond  my 
knowledge. 

It  is  now  evening.  This  has  been  a  mixed  day. 
I've  been  orderly  officer.  This  morning  I  heard 
Canon  Scott  preach  —  he  was  the  father  I  wrote 
to  you  about  whom  I  met  going  up  front  in  the 
winter  to  look  for  the  body  of  his  son.     He's  a 
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fine  old  thai)  anil  fully  hclicvos  that  hv's  fated  to 
leave  his  hones  in  I'rance.  This  afternoon  was 
si)ent  in  harne-s-cleaninj;  and  lliii  eveiiin}^  in 
watching  a  brigade  di-play  of  boxing.  A  >trange 
world!  Hut  you'll  judge  that  we're  having  (juite 
good  tinu-.  i.a4  iiiglit  we  had  an  open-air 
eoruert  Silver  I  lireucU  Among  the  (i(»ld.  The 
Long  Long  Trail,  etc  .  Trenches  lay  behind  u-> 
and  ahead  of  us  not  so  long  ago  Huns  could 
have  reacht'd  u>  with  a  revolver  hhot.  where  w^e 
were  all  sitting.  Overhead,  like  rooks  through 
twilight,  our  fighting  planes  sailed  home  to  betl. 
Far  away  on  the  hori/.on,  ob>erver^  in  the  Hun 
balloons  mu>t  have  been  watching  u>.  It  was 
almost  possible  to  forget  that  a  war  e.\i>te(l; 
almost,  until  a  reminder  came  with  a  roar  and 
column  of  black  smoke  to  a  distant  llank. 


Monday. 

This  letter  gets  srni^bi'  '  in  [)ieeos.  I'm  now 
waiting  for  the  afternoon  parade  to  fall  in.  'I  he 
gramophone  is  strumming  out  a  banjo  song,  and 

in  my  galvanised  hut  it's  as  hot  as .     Most 

of  the  men  strip  off  everything  but  their  breeches 
and  go  about  their  horses  dripping  like  stokers. 
The  place  isn't  so  unlike  Petewawa  in  some 
respects,  except  that  there  is  no  water.  You 
look  for  miles  across  a  landscape  of  sage-green 
and  chalk,   with   straight   French  roads  running 
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without  a  waver  from  sky  line  to  sky-line. 
There's  nothing,  hahit;il)le  in  si^ht  only  iiriiy 
piles  ;>"(!  splintered  trees.  But  in  si)ite  of  the 
wh()le>aie  destiuction  one  linds  i)eauty.  NOu'd 
smile  if  you  could  see  our  camp  it  looks  like  a 
collection  of  ^ipsy  bivouacs  made  of  lean-tos  of 
wood  with  canvas  and  sand-i)aj^s  for  roofs.  The 
rats  are  gettinj,'  hold  and  coming  out  of  the 
trenches  -  rather  a  nuisance.  It's  strange  to 
he  here  playing  foothidl  on  the  very  ground  over 
which  not  so  long  ago  I  followed  the  infantry 
within  half  an  h(jur  of  tlie  commencement  of  the 
attack.  Our  wounded  chaps  were  crawUng  back, 
trnng  to  drag  themselves  out  of  the  Hun  barrage, 
which  was  ploughing  up  the  ground  all  around,  and 
the  Huns  were  lying  like  piled  up  whcatsacks 
in  their  battered  front-line.  One  learns  to  have  a 
very  sh(jrt  memory  and  to  h;  glad  of  the  present. 
Within  sight  a  little  trench  tramway  runs  just 
like  the  Welsn  toy-railway  of  our  childhood.  It 
\c-u\<  all  the  way  *  Blighty  and  New  York  and 
Kootenay.  One  can  see  the  wounded  coming  out 
on  it,  and  sometimes  sees  them  with  a  little  envy. 


Fkanci: 
June  2,5,  igi7 

Last  night  "Carry  On"  arrived.     I  found  the 
Ofiicers'  Mess  assemblea  round  my  mail  —  they'd 
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guessed  what  was  in  the  package.  I  had  intended 
smu^gUnj::  the  l)()(jk  away  and  (h'd  actually  succeed 
ill  ^a'ttin*,'  it  into  my  trench-coat  pocket.  A  free 
li<j;ht  ensued  and.  >ince  there  were  four  a^'ainst 
one,  1  was  soon  conquered.  Then  one  of  them, 
liavint'  taken  [)()>s<.'>sion  of  the  little  volume, 
(lanced  about  our  tin  tabernacle  reading  e.xtracts. 
1  had  planned  to  ride  into  a  neighboring  city  for 
dinner  that  night,  but  -at  reading  till  nearly 
twelve.  Papa'>  preface  ir>  most  beautiful  and  I 
am  entirely  unworthy  of  it.  1  tan't  thank  you 
all  enough  for  your  !o\ing  work.  I  think  the 
proof  of  how  well  yi  a  haw  done  it  i-  that  my 
l)rotlier  o!iicer>  ari'  ([uite  uncyin'call}'  keen  about 
it.  }f  the>',  who  tiave  ^luireil  the  atmosphere 
which  I  ha\e  unconsciou>ly  stt  down  in  its  pages, 
can  read  with  eagerne>.>  and  without  ridicule, 
1  think  the  l.ujok.  as  compiled  by  you  dear  ])'.'ople, 
should  >t.ind  the  te-t.  It's  a  (jUeer  little  intimate 
jieej)  into  our  family  alTection^,  almost  too  inti- 
mate and  sacred  for  publication.  It's  a  glimpse 
that  makes  me  proud  of  all  >  '"  you.     So  proud! 

Do  \t>u  remember  a  descri[>iit)n  I  ga\e  you 
some  monlh>  l)ack  of  seeing  lluns  brought  up 
from  a  capturi'd  dug-out?  That".-  long  enough 
ago  now  for  me  to  be  able  to  give  >'oU  a  lew 
det.uls.  A  fortnight  before  the  ^how  com- 
menced it  was  jilaimeil  that  an  otficer  from  each 
battery  with  a  party  oi  volunteers  should  follow 
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up  tlic  infantry  att;uk  and  build  a  roafl  through 
the  Hun  front-linr  over  which  our  artilliTv  should 
advance.  The  initial  work  was  carried  on  at 
nit;ht  and  the  road  was  built  right  up  to  our  own 
front-line.  On  the  morning  of  the  attack  I  took 
my  volunteers  forward  and  hid  with  the  rest  of 
the  j)arty  in  one  of  our  support  trenches.  Wo 
judged  that  we  should  escape  the  Hun  barrage 
there  and  should  have  advancetl  before  his  retalia- 
tion on  our  back-country  commenced.  Soon  after 
midnight,  on  a  cold  morning  when  the  sleet  was 
falling,  we  set  out.  The  sky  was  faintly  tinged 
with  a  gray  dawn  when  our  otTensive  opened. 
Suddenly  the  intense  and  almost  spiritual  (juiet 
was  changed  into  frantic  chaos.  The  >ky  was 
vividly  lit  with  e\ery  kind  of  ingeniously  con- 
trived destruction.  In  addition  to  his  (jther 
t^hclls,  the  Hun  tlung  back  ga.-^  and  liquid  fire. 
It  looked  as  though  no  infantry  couid  live  in  it. 
Within  an  hour  of  the  offensive  starting,  each 
officer  crept  out  of  his  trench  and  went  forward 
to  reconnoitre  the  ground,  taking  with  him  one 
N.C.O.  and  a  runner.  My  runner  carried  with 
him  a  lot  of  stakes  with  white  rags  attached  for 
marking  out  oar  route.  We  wound  our  way 
carefully  through  the  shells  until  we  reached  our 
own  front-line.  Here  the  Hun  barrage  was 
falling  briskly  and  gas-sheils  were  coming  over  to 
beat  the  band.     The  bursting  of  explosives  was 
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for  all  the  world  like  corn  popping  in  a  pan. 
\\\'  ran  ai  ro-s  wiiat  bad  been  Xo  Man's  Land 
and  intcrcd  the  Ilun  wire.  My  job  was  to  build 
from  here  to  hi.-,  supporl-trenches.  His  front- 
line trench  was  piled  high  with  dead.  The  whole 
spectacle  was  unreal  as  something  that  had  been 
staged;  the  corpses  looked  like  wax-works.  (Jne 
didn't  have  time  to  ob^erve  much,  for  llames 
seemed  to  be  going  off  lieneath  one's  feet  almost 
ever\-  scond  and  it  seemed  marvellous  that  wc 
contrived  to  live  where  there  was  so  much  death. 
As  we  went  further  back  we  began  to  lind  our 
own  khaki-clad  dead.  I  don't  think  the  Huns 
had  got  them;  it  was  our  own  barrage,  wliich 
thev  had  followed  too  ciuickly  in  tlie  eagerness  of 
the  attack,  'rheii  we  came  to  where  the  liquid 
lire  had  (iesccnded,  for  the  poor  fellows  had 
thrown  emselves  into  the  pooL  in  the  shell-holes 
and  only  the  faces  and  arms  were  sticking  out. 
Then  I  recognised  the  support-trench,  which  was 
the  end  of  my  journey,  and  planted  my  Union 
Jack  as  a  signal  for  the  other  officers  who  were  to 
build  ahead  of  mc.  With  my  runner  and  X'.C.O. 
I  started  to  reconnoitre  my  road  back,  planting 
my  stakes  to  mark  the  route.  Wlien  I  was  again 
at  what  had  been  our  front-line,  I  sent  my  runner 
back  to  guide  in  my  volunteers.  What  a  day  it 
was  I  For  a  good  jiart  of  the  time  the  men  had 
to   dig,    wearing   their   gas-helmets.     You   never 
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?a\v  such  a  mess  —  sleet  driving  in  our  faces,  the 
ground  hissing  and  boiling  as  shells  descended, 
dead  men  everywhere,  the  wounded  crawling 
desperately,  dragging  themselves  to  safety.  I 
saw  sights  of  pity  and  bravery  that  it  is  bc-t  not 
to  mention,  and  all  the  time  my  brave  chai)S  dug 
on,  making  the  road  for  the  guns.  Soon  through 
the  smoke  gray-clad  figures  came  i.i  tottering 
droves,  scorched,  battered,  absolutely  stunned. 
They  looked  more  like  beasts  in  their  pathetic 
dumbness.  One  hardly  recognised  them  as 
enemies.  All  day  we  worked,  not  stopping  to 
eat,  and  by  the  evening  we  saw  the  hrst  of  our 
guns  advancing.  It's  a  great  game,  tliis  war, 
and  searches  the  soul  out.  That  m";.  .  I  slept  in 
the  mud.  clothes  and  all,  the  drcaniL-s  sleep  of 
the  dog-tired. 

Notk:  Licutaianl  Coningsby  Dawson  ifas  "u  ■  :nd(<!  in  the 
right  arm  at  Vimy  on  June  26.  He  ivas  n\i(untt'd  unth  a 
serious  rasr  of  t^as-gangrenc.  and  after  being  in  fust  a  Las- 
ualtM  Clearing  Hospital  and  then  a  Base  Hospital,  uas  sent 
back  to  England  on  July  S//;,  uhere  he  was  in  a  hospital  at 
Wandsworth.  London,  till  the  end  of  August.  His  arm  was 
in  sueh  a  serious  condition  that  at  first  it  was  thought 
necessary  to  amputate  it.  Fortunately  after  days  of  ceaseless 
care  this  was  avoided. 
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XI 

Hospital 


LoxnoN" 
July  ■~^,   i<)i7 

A  I'ORTXlC.Hr  ajzo  today  T  <,'()t  wounded. 
'1  he  pla(r  \va-  ^titciicd  up  and  didn't  look  had 
ctioujzli  ti>  ^o  out  with.  'L'hrtT  d.iy>  latrr  there 
wa-  an  attaik  and  I  was  to  he  ohMTViT.  My 
arm  j:ot  poisone<l  while  T  was  on  tiie  joh  and  when 
I  eaine  hack  I  was  scut  out.  Iilo()(l-i)oi.>(':unU' 
started  and  they  had  to  o])erate  three  limes; 
f.ir  a  little  while  there  was  a  talk  of  ami)utation. 
Hut  xou're  not  to  worry  at  all  ahuut  me  now,  t'or 
I'm  ^'ettin<^  on  splendidly  and  there's  no  cause 
for  anxiety.  They  tell  me  it  will  take  ahout  two 
months  hefore  I  get  the  full  use  of  my  arm  hack. 
Re.^.uie  was  in  London  on  lea\e  and  ,Li;ot  his  leave 
extended  —  I  missed  him  hy  an  ho;,i.  J.  L.  was 
round  to  sec  me  this  morning  and  is  cahling  to 
you.  T  don't  think  you  ought  to  cross  while  the 
ri-k  is  so  great  and  there's  a  ditUculty  in  obtaining 
passports  —  though  you  know  how  I'd  love  to 
have  you. 

How  goes  the  book?  I've  missed  all  my  letter.s 
for  the  past  fortnight.  Please  excuse  me,  for 
my  arm  gets  very  tired,  and  I'm  not  isupposed  to 
use  it. 
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XII 

LnvnoN' 
July  .\v   I'M? 

I'M  going  on  all  right,  but  can't  u^t•  my  arm 
much  for  writing  just  at  present,  so  you  won't 
mind  sh(jrt  letters,  will  you?  T  got  the  fir.-t 
written  by  \<)U  >inct.'  I  was  hurt,  Ne^terdav.  I 
am  so  glad  that  America  i>  so  {)atriotic. 

'S'estcrday,  to  my  great  surpri.-e.  I  was  called 
up  by  the  High  Comini-.-ioner  of  C'anatla.  and  on 
going  to  see  him  found  that  he  wanted  me  to 
start  at  once  on  preparing  an  important  govern- 
ment statement.  Since  I'm  forbidden  to  use  my 
arm  for  writing,  I'm  to  have  a  stenograjiher  and 
dictate  my  stuff  after  doing  the  inter\iewing. 
This  jib  is  only  temporary.  And  I  think  it  is 
possible  after  I  have  finished  it,  if  they  refuse  t(^ 
allow  me  to  return  to  the  Front  at  once,  that  I 
may  get  a  leave  to  America.  I  wouldn't  want  to 
get  a  long  one  as  I  am  so  anxious  to  get  back  to 
France. 

Don't  worry  at  all  about  mic.  I  feel  quite 
well  now,  and  go  about  with  my  arm  in  a  sling 
and  am  allowed  out  of  hosi)it;d  to  do  this  work  all 
day.  As  soon  as  my  arm  grows  stronger  I'il 
write  you  a  good  long  'etter,  but  while  it  is  as  it  is 
at  present  I  have  to  restrict  myself  to  bare 
essentials. 

O,  did   I   tell  you?     I   wouldn't  have  missed 
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coming  through  London  on  a  stretcher  for  pound?;. 
The  llower-girls  climl)cd  into  the  ambuhmce  and 
.showered  us  with  roses.  All  the  way  as  we 
passed  people  waved  and  shouted.  It  was  a 
kind  of  royal  procession,  and,  Hkc  a  baby,  1  cried. 


XIII 

T,0\00N' 

Angus!  3.   i')i7 

LVK  just  come  back  to  my  olVicc  in  Oxford  Circus 
from  lunching  at  the  Rendez-vous.  Next  to  my 
table  during  lunch  were  two  tyjiical  Wardour 
Street  dealers,  rubbing  their  hands  and  chortling 
over  a  cheap  buy. 

I  wonder  how  long  this  different  way  of  life 
is  going  to  last.     Someone  will  snap  his  lingers 
and  heigh-ho,  presto!  I  s^all  be  back  in  France. 
This  little  taste  of  the  old  life  gives  me  a  very 
vivid  idea  of  the  sheer  glee  with  which   I  shall 
greet  the  end  of  the  war.     How  jolly  comfortable 
it  will  be  to  be  your  own  master  —  noi  that  one 
ever  is  his  own  master  while  there  are  otlier  pet)ple 
to  live  for.     But  I  mean  what  an  extraordinary 
miracle  it  will  seem  to  be  allowe<l  to  reckon  one's 
life  in  years  and  not  in  weeks  —  to  be  able  to 
look  forward   and  plan  and   build.     And   yet  — 
this  is  a  confession  —  I  can  see  myself  getting  up 
from   my  easy-chair  and  going  out  again  quite 
gladly  directly  there  is  another  war,  if  my  help  is 
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needed.  There  was  a  time,  long  ago.  when  I 
uscmI  to  regard  a  M)l(lier  with  horror  and  wondered 
how  decent  folk  could  admire  him;  the  red  of  his 
coat  always  seemed  to  me  the  blood-red  (jf  murder. 
But  it  isn't  the  killing  that  counts  -  you  find 
that  out  when  you've  become  a  soldi<>r;  it's  the 
power  to  endure  and  walk  bravely,  and  the 
opportunity  for  dying  in  ;i  noble  way.  One 
doesn't  hale  his  enemy  if  he's  a  good  soldier  and 
doesn't  even  want  to  kill  him  from  any  personal 
motive  —  he  may  even  regret  killing  him  while 
in  the  act.  T  think  it's  just  this  attitude  that 
makes  our  Canadians  so  terrible  —  they  kill 
from  [principle  and  not  from  malice. 

Tm  seeing  all  my  old  friends  again,  lunching 
with  one  and  dining  with  another,  and  have  been 
to  some  matinees.  But  T  can  go  to  no  evening 
performances,  because  I  have  to  be  in  the  hospital 
at  lo  P.M. 

I  really  am  hoping  to  get  a  week  in  Xew  York 
after  this  piece  of  work  is  done,  after  winch  back 
to  France  till  the  war  is  ended. 


XIV 

LOVDON- 

I'VE  just  left  hospital  and  am  staging  at  this 
hotel.  You  keep  sajing  in  your  letters  that  you 
never  heard  how  I  got  my  injury.     I  described 
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it  -hut  that  letter  inust  have  fjonc  astray.  On 
|uiu'  2(>[h  1  \va-  \v(iuii(lf<i  not  l)y  a  ^hcU.  hut  by 
a  ]iit'cc  'it'  an  irdu  t  liimncy  \vhi(  h  \va^  knocked 
down  onto  my  ri;:lit  arm.  I  had  it  >e\vii  u,)  antl 
t..r  two  d.iy>  it  wa>  all  ri^ht.  The  third  I  went 
uj)  lor  an  attack  and  it  -tarted  to  >well  hy  the 
time  I  came  1km  k  I  had  .uas-j:angrene.  Tlie  arm 
i-  better  now  and  I'm  on  >i(  k  leave,  though  still 
workin.u'.  'rhe\"ve  made  me  an  offer  of  a  job 
here  in  London,  but  1  ^hould  break  my  heart  if 
I  could  not  go  back  to  the  I'ront.  Hut  I  think 
when  I've  finished  here  that  I  may  get  a  -petial 
leave  with  permission  to  call  in  at  Xew  York. 
Wouldn't  that  be  grand? 

I  (hm't  want  to  rai-e  your  hopes  too  high,  but 
it  >eem>  extremely  likely  that  I  shall  .-ee  you 
shortlv.  I  was  tviday  before  my  medical  board, 
and  thev  gave  me  two  months  home  service.  I 
have  been  promised  that  as  soon  as  a  new  Cana- 
dian ruling  on  home  leave  is  confirmed,  my  appli- 
cation for  leave  will  go  through. 

If  that  happen>.  1  shall  cable  you  at  once  that 
I  am  coming.  It  doesn't  seem  at  all  possible  or 
true  that  this  can  be  so  and  I'm  making  myself 
no  promises  till  I'm  really  on  the  boat.  It  would 
be  better  that  you  should  not,  al^o.  I'm  taking 
a  gamble  and  am  going  to  order  a  new  tunic  for 
the  occasion  this  afternoon. 

It's    a    golden    afternoon    out  ide  —  the    kind 
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that  turns  the  leaves  red  at  Kootenay.  with  the 
tanp  of  ieed  wine  in  tht-  air.  'Hie  sound  (<t' 
London  is  like  the  tumming  of  a  thousand  banjos. 
It's  good  to  he  aHve  and  very  wonderful  after  all 
that  has  happeneci. 

Xon.:  Licutohint  Couini^^sby  Da'dson  arrived  ,it  Qiiehfc 
on  SfpUmhcr  :16th  ,!n<I  aipw  home  on  Ihr  fnll(ru'in^  ddv. 
lie  :l\is  lit  home  lor  .1  nunith.  Purinti  that  time  lie  sl><'ke  in 
puhlie  on  sever,:!  o'^iisions.  and  wrote  the  hook  whiJi  uas 
brouiiht  out  the  follou'ing  sprint;,  entitled  "Tin:  Glory  of  the 
Trenches." 


XV 

So.Mi.wHKRi;  o\  Tin:  Atlantic 

OERE'S  the  first  letter  sinct'  I  kft  Xew  York, 
coming  t>  you.  It's  se\en  in  the  morning;  I'm 
lying  in  my  bunk,  expecting  any  minute  tu  be 
called  to  my  bath. 

So  far  it's  been  a  pleasant  voyage,  with  rolling 
seas  and  no  submarines.  There  are  scarcely  a 
hundred  i)assengers.  of  whom  only  four  are 
:  lies,  in  the  first  class.  The  men  are  (lovern- 
ment  ofl'icials.  Army  and  Xavy  oflkers  going  on 
Cook's  Tours,  and  X'aval  attaches.  The  .Ameri- 
can naval  men  are  an  especially  I'lne  type.  We 
do  all  the  u>ual  things  —  i)lay  cards,  deck-golf 
and  sleep  immoderately,  but  always  at  the  wrung 
times. 
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I'm  ^oiiif^  });i(k  f'T  the  sccoiul  timo  and  ^<nn^ 
]y.[ik  in  ihc  most  placid  frame  <>\  mind.  1  com- 
parr  tliis  trip  with  my  t"irst  tri[)  over  .i>  a  suldit-r. 
1  was  awfully  anxious  tlu-n,  ami  kij)!  sayinj^ 
«M(id-l)Vc  to  thin<rs  for  tlic  last  time.  Xow  I 
li\('  day  l»y  day  in  a  manner  whii  h  is  so  taki'  it- 
for-t^ranted  as  to  he  almost  c  ominoi)[)la( c  I've 
locked  my  imagination  awa_\  iii  some  .i^arret  of 
mv  mind  and  tlic  house  of  my  thou;',lits  is  \ery 

(juiet. 

What  l)ri(  ks  you  all  were  in  the  |)artin.i;  there 
wasn't  any  winning  you  were  a  real  soldier's 
familv  and  I  felt  proud  of  you.  It  was  just  a 
kind  n\  ••(".(Mid  huk,  old  chap"  with  all  the 
re>t  of  tlie  sjieakini^  left  to  the  eyes  and  hands. 
That's  tin-  way  il  should  be  in  u  world  that's 
so  full  of  surprises. 

This  trip  has  dum>  a  tremendous  lot  for  me — 
I  shall  alwa\s  know  now  that  the  treni  hes  are 
not  the  whole  of  the  hori/.on.  Hefori-,  when  I 
landed  in  l'"ranee,  it  seemed  as  though  a  .-ound 
and  sight  proof  curtain  had  dropped  behind  and 
everything  I  had  known  ami  loved  was  at  an  end. 
One  (ollects  a  little  bit  of  shrapnel  and.  heigho, 
presto!  one's  home  again.  On  my  second  trip,  the 
war  won't  seem  such  a  world  without  end. 

Tonight  I  have  to  pack  —  that's  wonderful, 
too.  I'm  wondering  wheth.-r  Reggie  will  be  on 
the  station.    I  shall  send  a  telegram  to  warn  him. 
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Tin:  Rirz  Hoti  i ,  l.nvnoN 
Noirmbfr  1 1 ,   k^i  7 

1  HIS  \v;i>  tlu-  (hile  at  which  I  li.ul  In  r^jxirt 
l»ai.l<  at  IIi-adcjuartcTS.  ALtualls-  I  rrpitrtfd  hai  k 
Vt'sttTday  htcaux-  tmlay  i;>  Sunday.  I  foutid 
that  I  had  bten  di-taili'd  not  for  I'ranco,  hut  for 
work  undtT  thi-  Ul'^h  Comnu>>ioniT.  \'o'i  know 
what  su(  h  nc-ws  means  to  me.  I  at  onit-  di'l  my 
best  to  lij^'ht  ihi'  ordLT.  l)Ut  was  told  that  it  was 
a  miHtary  order  in  which  1  h;id  no  ( hoii  f.  I 
start  work  tomorrow  at  Oxford  ("ircu^  Housr, 
l)Ut  shall  j)ut  in  an  urgent  r((|Ui'^t  to  go  to  rrancr. 
I  >hall  at  least  try  to  get  some  limitations  to  the 
period  of  my  stay  in  England.  Kven  wlien  I 
was  in  hospital  I  used  to  feel  that  the  last  strelcher- 
casc  (jut  of  the  lighting  was  someone  to  he  wor- 
shipped he  was  nearer  to  the  sacrilke  than  I. 
And  now  I'm  not  to  go  hack  for  months,  perhaps 
—  I  shall  e.it  my  heart  out  in  England. 

Reggie  fell  a>leei)  and  has  just  wakened.  Ik- 
was  dreaming,  he  said,  the  hest  dream  in  the 
world.  It  was  that  he  might  land  hack  in  New 
"S'ork  on  December  20th  and  spend  Christmas 
with  you  -  then  go  up  to  Kootcnay  to  get  a 
glimpse  uf  his  little  green  home  among  the  snow 
and  apple  trees  and  -  "And  then  what.^" 
I  asked.      lie   matle  a   wry   face.      *'Go  hack   to 
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hunting:;  sul)m;irinc'S.  "  lu-  said  f|uirkly.  (lo  hiuk! 
\\\-  all  want  to  go  back.  Whs?'  Hccaiisc  it's 
so  easy  to  tind  reasons  for  not  going  l>.uk  prob- 
ably. I  '-h.ill  raise  lua\t'ii  anil  earth  to  be  sent 
back        and  you'll  be  glad  of  it. 

There's   something    that    I    shouldn't    ttll    you 
were  I  going  back  tomorrow.     Last  wiek  I  met  one 
of  mv  gunners  on  lea\c      He  wa^  standing  <in  the 
islan.l   in    I'iecadiUy   C'ireus.      1    learnt    from   him 
thai  e\erv  otVuir  who  was  with  me  at    the  bat- 
lirv  whi'U  I   was  woumUd  has  since  bien  wiped 
out.      I'A'en    some    wlui    joined    sin(  e    ha\e    been 
done    for.       '1  iiree    have    been     killed,     the    rest 
wounded,   gasst-d,   and    the   major   has    gone   out 
with  concussion.     Among  the  killed   is  poor  S., 
the  one  who  was  my  liest  friend  in  Kranee.     Vou 
remember  he  had  a  young  wife  and  his  first  b.iby 
was  born  in  I'ebruary.     He  used  to  carry  the  list 
of  all   the  people   I   waiited   written   to   if    I   were 
killed,  and   I    had   promisjd   to  do   the  same   for 
him.     In   addition   to   the   officers,    many   of   the 
men   whom    I   admired   have   "gone   v. est."     All 
this  was  told  me  casually  in  the  heart  of  London's 
jdeasure  with  the  taxis  and  busses  streaming  by. 
A  few  (lavs  ago  a  jiitiful  derelict  of  the  streets 
crossed    my   path.      Ld   been    dining   t)Ut   in   the 
West  Lnd  with  L.  and  P.  and  was  on  my  way 
back,  when  u  girl  stopped  me.     She  stopped  me 
for  the  usual  reason,  and  I  suppose  I  refused  her 
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nidclv.  The  next  lliii.^;  I  kiu-w  ^^llt•  was  (r\iii^. 
She  said  she  lia<i  lii'i'H  walking  for  twfUc  hi.ur«-, 
and  was  n»ld  and  tired,  and  ready  t<>  fall  from 
wi-ariness.  It  was  very  late  and  1  s<ariely  knew 
wlu-re  tti  take  her.  Iiul  we  found  a  little  I'renc  h 
restaurant  open  in  (ierrard  Street.  On  tDniini,' 
into  the  li^ht.  I  dixoscreil  that  >hr  had  a  little 
ti'V  liiit;  under  her  ami.  ju>t  as  tire(l  of  lift'  as 
herself.  It  was  siKniiKant  that  she  attendt'd  to 
the  doj^'s  before  her  own  need^.  We  had  to 
tempt  it  with  milk  liefore  it  would  eat  then 
she  set  to  work  herself  ravenously.  I  le.irnt  her 
story  bv  bits.  She  was  a  di-^i  harmed  munition 
worker,  had  strained  her>elf  lifting  shells  and 
hadn't  the  brains  or  strength  for  ;in\  thing  but 
the  streets.  When  she  left  tin*  restaurant  the 
lap-(log  was  again  tu(ked  beneath  her  arm.  It 
was  nearly  midnight  when  she  disappeared  in 
the  raw  ehilliness  of  the  stant  eleitrie  light. 
People  die  worse  deaths  than  on  baltle-lields. 

Wednesday.  I'w  been  w»»rking  for  the  la;^t 
three  days  at  the  Minister's,  and  still  have  no 
inkling  of  what  is  to  happen  to  me.  My  major 
walked  in  today;  he  wants  me  to  wait  till  his 
sickdeave  is  over,  after  which  we  can  return  to- 
gether. He'll  put  in  a  strong  personal  request 
for  me  to  be  allowed  to  return.  He  got  concus- 
sion of  the  brain  eight  weeks  ago  through  a  shell 
bursting  in  his  dug-out.    S.  was  wounded  at  the 
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same  lime,  but  didn't  go  out  till  next  day.  lie  had 
got  loo  yards  from  the  battery  when  he  and  his 
batman  were  killed  instantly  by  the  same  shell. 

Reggie  wasn't  in  town  when  I  arrived.  lie 
didn't  meet  me  till  Friday.  What  with  playing 
with  him  and  working  here  I  don't  get  niuch 
time  for  writing.  But  you'll  hear  from  me  again 
quite  soon. 


XVTI 


The  Ritz,  Londo.n 

'5, 


\ovcnibcr  15,   1917 

1  HIS  hanging  round  London  seems  a  very  poor 
way  to  help  win  a  war.  I  couldn't  stand  very 
much  of  it,  however  invaluable  they  i)retended 
I  was,  when  my  pals  are  dying  out  there.  Poor 
old  S.I  He's  in  my  thoughts  every  hour  of  the 
day.  He  was  always  getting  new  photos  of  his 
little  daughter.  He  longed  for  a  Blighty  that 
he  might  see  her  again.  He  was  wounded,  but 
stopped  on  duty  for  two  days.  At  last,  only 
one  hundred  yards  down  the  trench  on  his  way 
to  the  dressing-station  a  shell  caught  him.  He 
was  dead  in  an  instant.  Before  the  Vimy  show 
two  of  our  chaps  in  the  mess  had  peculiar  dreams: 
one  saw  D.'s  grave  and  the  other  S.'s.  Both  S. 
and  D.  are  dead.  The  efTect  that  all  this  has  on 
me  is  not  what  might  be  expected  —  makes  me 
tlie  more  anxious  to  get  back.     I  hate  to  think 
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that  others  are  going  sleepless  and  cold  and  are 
in  danger,  and  that  I  am  not  there.  When  the 
memory  comes  at  mcal-timcs  I  feel  like  leaving 
the  table.  Of  course  I'm  an  ess;  I  shall  get  out 
soon  enough.  When  I  do  get  out,  I  shall  know 
just  how  great  an  ass  I  am  at  this  moment.  In 
the  Army  the  sensible  game  is  to  accept  all  the 
pleasantness  that  one  can  get  in  the  present  — 
there's  plenty  oi  the  other  stuff. 

It  was  ripping  to  hear  from  you  last  night. 
Your  letter  greeted  me  as  I  returned  from  the 
theatre.  We'd  been  out  with  my  major.  At 
the  theatre  we  picked  up  with  a  plucky  chap, 
named  K.,  who  belonged  to  the  same  battery 
as  B.,  to  whom,  you  remember.  I  was  carrying  a 
present  from  some  girl  in  New  York.  The  pres- 
ent which  she  was  so  keen  should  reach  him  by 
Christmas  turned  out  to  be  a  neck-tie  which 
she  had  knitted  for  him.  On  asking  K.,  I  found 
out  that  B.  was  killed  on  October  31st.  It's  the 
same  story  all  the  time  so  far  as  the  iS-pounders 
are  concerned. 

When  Reggie  leaves  me  I'm  going  to  start  on 
another  book,  "Out  to  Win,"  which  is  to  be  an 
interpretation  for  England  of  the  new  spirit 
which  is  animating  America,  and  a  plea  for  a 
closer  sense  of  kinship  between  my  two  nations. 

Don't  worpy'  about  me,  you'll  get  a  cabled 
warning  before  I  go  to  France.      My  major  ex- 
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poets  to  go  back  in  a  nioiUh  or  two.  and  we've 
arranged  to  return  together  if  posr.ible.  But  you 
needn't  get  W(jrned  -  I'm  afraid  I  shall  [)rcl)- 
ably  spend  Christmas  in  London. 


XVIII 

Thk  Ritz,  London 
Sovcniber  17,   lyiy 

Your    minds    can    he    at    rest    as    regards    my 
safety  for  a  few  weeks  at  least.     I've  Iteen  col- 
hired  for  fair.  Ijut  I  think  I'll  manage  to  get  free 
again  presently.     I  sujjpose  you'll  say  that  I'm 
u  donkey  to   want  so   much   to  get  back   to  the 
Front;    perhaps   I  am  -     the  war  will   last  quite 
long  enough  for  every  man  in  khaki  to  get  very 
much  more  of  it  than  he  can  comfortably  stom- 
ach.     The   proper   soldierly   attitude   is   to    take 
every  resi>ite  as  it  turns  up  and  be  grateful  for 
it.     But  then  I'm  not  a  professional  st)ldier.     I 
think   in  saying  that  I've  laid  my  finger  on  the 
entire  reason  for  the  splendour  of  our  troops  — 
that  they're  not  professional  soldiers,  but  civilian 
idealists.     Wmx  professional  soldier  isn't  i)articu- 
larly  keen  on  death --his  game  is  to  live  that 
he  may  hght  another  day.     Our  game  is  to  hght 
and  fight  and  hght  so  long  as  we  have  an  ounce 
of  strength  left.      My  major  and  myself  are  all 
tliat  are  left  of  the  officers  in  my  battery.     A 
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great  many  of  our  best  men  are  gone.  They  need 
us  back,  to  help  them  out. 

Here's  a  story  of  stories  —  one  whicli  answers 
all  the  questions  one  hears  asked  as  to  whether 
the  Army  doesn't  lower  a  man's  morals  and  turn 
saints  into  blackguards. 

When  we  were  on  the  Somme,  a  batch  of  very 
worthless- appearing  remounts  arrived  at  our 
wagon-lines  direct  from  England.  When  they 
were  paraded  before  us,  they  made  the  rottt  ;iest 
impression  —  they  looked  Hke  molly-coddles 
whom  the  Army  had  cowed.  Among  them  was  a 
particularly  inolTensive-looking young  man  who  had 
been  a  dental  student,  whom,  if  the  Huns  could 
have  seen  him  as  a  sample  of  the  kind  of  re-in- 
forcemcnts  we  were  getting,  they  would  certainly 
nave  taken  new  courage  to  win  the  war.  All  the 
officers  growled  and  prayed  God  for  a  consignment 
of  the  old  rough-and-tumble  knockabout  chaps 
who  came  out  of  gaols,  from  under  freight-trains 
and  from  lumber-cami)s  to  die  like  gentlemen  — 
the  onlv  gentlemanly  thing  they  ever  diil,  I  expect 
—  with  the  Canadian  First  Contingent. 

A  few  weeks  later  we  sent  back  to  the  wagon- 
lines  for  a  servant  to  be  sent  up  to  the  guns,  two 
of  our  batmen  having  been  killed  and  a  third 
having  been  returned  to  duty.  The  wagon-line 
ofiiccr  sent  us  up  this  fellow  with  the  following 
note:  "I'm  sending  you  X.     He's  the  most  use- 
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less  chap  I  have  —  not  bad,  but  a  ninny.  I  hope 
hc"ll  suit  you."  He  didn't.  He  could  never  carry 
out  an  order  correctly  and  seemed  scared  still 
by  any  N.(\().  or  olTicer.  We  got  rid  of  him 
prom[)lly.  When  he  returned  to  the  wagon-lines, 
Ik-  was  put  on  to  all  the  fatigues  and  dirty  jobs. 

The  llrst  tinie  we  got  any  hint  that  the  chap 
h.id  guts  was  when  we  were  out  at  rest  at  Christ- 
mas. He'd  been  shifted  from  one  section  to 
another,  because  no  one  wanted  him.  Each  new 
Number  One  as  he  received  him  put  him  on  to 
his  worst  horses,  so  as  to  get  rid  of  him  the  more 
quickly.  The  chap  was  grooming  a  very  ticklish 
mare,  when  she  up  with  her  hind-legs  and  caught 
him  in  the  chest,  throwing  him  about  twenty 
yards  into  the  mud.  He  lay  stunned  for  a  full 
minute;  we  thought  he  was  done.  Then,  in  a 
dazevl  kind  of  way,  he  got  upon  his  feet.  He  was 
told  he  could  fall  out,  but  he  insisted  upon  finish- 
ing the  grooming  of  his  horse.  When  the  stable 
parade  was  ilismissed.  much  against  his  will  he 
was  sent  to  be  inspected  by  the  Brigade  doctor. 

The  do-'tor  looked  him  over  and  said,  "I  ought 
to  send  }ou  out  to  a  hospital,  but  I'll  see  how 
you  are  tomorrow.  You  must  go  back  to  your 
billets  and  keep  quiet.  The  kick  has  chipped 
the  point  of  your  breast-bone." 

"It  didn't."  said  Driver  X,  '"and  I'm  not 
going  to  he  down." 
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The  doctor,  who  is  very  small,  looked  as  murh 
like  the  Last  Judgment  as  his  size  would  allow. 
"You'll  do  what  you're  told,"  he  said  sharply. 
"You'll  lind  yourself  up  for  office  if  you  speak 
to  me  like  that.  If  I  told  you  that  both  your  legs 
were  broken,  they  would  be  broken.  'S'ou  don't 
know  very  much  about  the  Army,  my  hui." 

"But  my  breast-bone  isn't  chipped."  he  in- 
sisted. Contrary  to  orders  he  was  out  on  the 
afternoon  parade  and  was  up  to  morning  stal)les 
next  day  at  si.x  o'clock.  When  strafed  for  his 
disobedience,  he  looked  mild  and  ir.olTensive  and 
obstinate.  He  refused  to  be  considered,  and 
won  out.  You  can  punish  chaps  for  things  like 
that;    but  you  don't. 

The  next  thing  we  noticed  about  him  was  that 
he  was  learning  to  swear.  Then  he  began  to 
look  rough,  so  that  no  one  would  have  guessed 
that  he  came  from  a  social  grade  different  from 
that  of  the  other  men.  And  this  was  the  stage 
he  had  arrived  at  when  I  got  wounded  last  sum- 
mer and  left  the  battery.  The  story  of  his  fur- 
ther progress  was  completed  for  me  this  week 
when  I  met  my  major  in  town. 

"Who's  the  latest  hero,  do  you  think?"  he 
questioned.  "You'd  never  guess  —  the  dental 
student.  He  did  one  of  the  most  s{)lendid  bits 
of  work  that  was  ever  done  by  an  Artillery 
driver." 
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Here's  what  he  did,  lie  was  sent  along  a 
heavily  shelled  road  at  nightfall  to  collect  ma- 
terial from  blo\vn-in  dug-outs  for  building  our 
new  battery  position.  He  was  wheel-driver  on 
a  (i.S.  wagon  which  had  three  teams  hooked 
into  it.  There  was  a  party  of  men  with  him  to 
scout  up  the  material  and  an  N.C.O.  in  charge. 
As  they  were  halted,  backed  up  against  an  em- 
bankment, a  shell  landed  jilumb  into  the  wagon, 
crippling  it  badly,  wounding  all  the  horses  and 
every  man  except  the  e.\-dental  student.  The 
teams  bolted  and  it  was  mainly  due  to  the  elTorts 
of  the  wheel-driver  that  the  stampede  was 
checked.  He  must  have  used  cjuite  a  lot  of  lan- 
guage which  really  polite  i)eople  would  not  have 
approved.  He  then  bound  up  all  the  wounds  of 
his  comrades  —  there  was  no  one  to  help  him  — 
and  took  them  back  to  the  field  dressing-station 
two  at  a  time,  mounted  on  two  of  the  least 
wounded  horses.  When  he  had  carried  them  all 
to  safety,  he  removed  their  puttees  and  went 
back  alone  along  the  shelled  road  to  the  wounded 
horses  and  used  the  puttees  to  stop  their  tlow 
of  blood.  He  managed  to  get  the  wagon  clear, 
so  that  it  could  be  pulled.  He  tied  four  of  the 
horses  on  behind;  hooked  in  the  two  that  were 
strongest,  and  brought  the  lot  back  to  the  wagon- 
lines  single-handed. 

And  here's  the  end  of  the  story.     The  O.C. 
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put  in  a  strong  recommendation  tnat  he  be 
decorated  for  his  humanity  and  courage.  The 
award  came  through  in  the  record  time  of  four- 
teen days,  with  about  a  yard  of  ^^ilitary  Medal 
ribbon  and  congratulations  from  high  ollicers  all 
along  the  line.  The  morning  of  the  day  it  came 
through  thie\ing  had  been  discovered  in  the  bat- 
tery, and  a  warning  had  been  read  out  that  the 
culprit  was  suspected  and  that  it  would  go  hard 
with  him  when  he  was  arrested.  The  decoration 
was  received  in  the  afternoon  while  harness- 
cleaning  was  in  progress.  Without  lo.ss  of  time 
the  O.C.  went  out,  a  very  stern  look  on  his  face, 
and  had  the  battery  formed  uj)  in  a  hollow  square. 
There  was  only  one  thought  in  the  men's  heads 
—  that  the  thief  had  been  found.  There  was  a 
kind  of  "Is  it  I"  look  in  their  faces.  Without 
explanation,  the  O.C.  called  upon  the  c.x-dental 
student  to  fall  out.  He  fell  out  with  his  knees 
knocking  and  his  chin  wobbling,  looking  quite 
the  guilty  i)arty.  Then  the  O.C.  commenced 
to  read  all  the  praise  from  officers  at  Brigade, 
Division,  Corps,  Army,  of  the  gallant  wheel- 
driver  who  had  not  only  risked  his  life  to  save 
his  pals,  but  had  even  had  the  lineness  of  fore- 
thought to  bind  up  the  horses'  wounds  with  the 
puttees.  Then  came  the  yard  of  Military  Medal 
ribbon,  a  piece  of  which  was  snip{)ed  otT  and 
pinned  onto  the  lad's  worn  tunic.     The  battery 
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yelled  if'^clf  crimson.  The  dental  student  had 
learnt  to  swear,  hut  he'd  won  his  s{)urs.  He's 
been  promoted  to  the  most  dangerous  and  cov- 
eted jol)  for  a  gunner  or  driver  in  the  artillerv; 
he's  been  put  onto  the  B.C.  party,  which  has  to 
go  forward  into  all  the  warm  spots  to  observe 
the  enemy  and  to  lay  in  wire  with  the  infantry 
when  a  "show"  is  in  progress.  Can  you  wonder 
that  I  get  weary  of  seeing  the  London  busses 
trundle  along  the  well-swept  asphalt  of  Oxford 
Street  and  long  to  take  my  chance  once  more 
with  such  chaps? 


XIX 

LOVDO.V 

November  29,  1917 

llr.RE'S  such  a  November  London  day  as  no 
American  ever  imagines.  A  feeling  of  spring 
and  greenness  is  in  the  air,  and  a  glint  of 
subdued  gold.  This  morning  as  I  came  across 
Battersea  Bridge  it  seemed  as  though  war  could 
not  be  —  that,  at  worst,  it  was  only  an  incident. 
1  he  river  lay  below  me  so  old  and  good-humored 

—  in  front  Chcyne  Walk  comfortably  ancient 
and  asleep.  Through  the  chimneys  and  spires 
of  the  distant  city  blue  scarfs  of  mist  twisted  and 
floated.     Everything  looked  very  happy.     Boys 

—  juvenile  cannon-fodder  —  went  whistling  along 
the  streets;    housemaids  leant  shyly  out  of  up- 
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stairs  windows,  shaking  dusters  to  attract  their 
attention.  In  the  square  by  the  Chelsea  Pension- 
ers, soldiers,  all  spit  and  polish,  were  going 
through  their  foot-drill;  they  didn't  look  too 
earnest  about  it  —  not  at  all  as  if  in  two  months 
they  would  be  in  the  trenches.  It's  the  same 
with  the  men  on  have  they  Uve  their  four- 
teen days  with  cheery  commonsense  as  though 
they  were  going  to  live  forever.  It's  impossible, 
even  when  you  meet  the  wounded,  to  discover 
any  sign  of  tragedy  in  London.  The  war  is  re- 
ferred to  as  '"good  old  war,"  ''a  beanfeast,"  ''a 
pretty  little  scrap,"  but  never  as  an  undertaking 
of  blood  and  torture.  Last  night  there  was 
strong  moonlight,  very  favourable  to  an  air- 
raid. When  I  bought  my  paper  this  morning, 
the  fat  woman,  all  burst  out  and  tied  in  at  the 
most  unexpected  places,  remarked  to  me  with  an 
air  of  disappointment, 

"They  fergot  h'us." 

"Who  forgot  us?"  I  asked. 

"The  bloomin'  'Uns.  I  wus  h'expecting  them 
lawst  night." 

She  spoke  as  though  she'd  had  tea  ready  and 
the  kettle  boiling  for  a  dear  friend  who  had  mis- 
remembered  his  engagement.  England  has  set 
out  to  behave  as  if  there  was  no  death;  she's 
jolly  nearly  succeeded  in  eliminating  it  from 
her  thoughts.     She's  learnt  the  les.son  from  the 
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clui[)s  in  the  front-line  trenches,  and  she's  lilic 
a  mother  -  like  our  mother  —  who  has  sons  at 
the  war  -  she's  going  to  keep  on  smiling  so  as  not 
to  let  her  fellows  down. 

All  the  streets  are  full  of  girls  in  khaki  girl-. 
with  the  neatest,  trimmest  little  ankles.  The 
smartest  of  all  are  tlie  I"l\ing  ("orj)s  girls,  many 
of  wh(/m  dri\e  thi-  army  ears  in  the  most  daring 
manner.  When  xou  think  of  what  they  are  and 
were,  t!  •  war  hasn't  done  so  badly  for  them. 
'I'hey  w  re  puq)<)seless  before.  Their  whole  aim 
was  to  get  married.  They  felt  that  they  weren't 
wanted  in  the  world.  They  broke  windows  with 
Mother  Pankhurst.  Now  they've  learnt  dis- 
eipline  and  duty  and  courage.  They'd  man  the 
trenches  if  we'd  let  them.  They  used  to  sneer 
at  our  sex;  whether  they  married  or  remained 
single,  quite  a  number  of  them  became  man- 
lialers.  Hut  now  —  that  kind  of  ci\il  war  is 
ended.  Ask  the  young  subaltern  back  on  leave 
how  much  he  is  ihslikcd  by  the  girls.  Babies 
and  home  have  become  the  fashion.  I  received 
tjuite  a  shock  last  Sunday  when  I  was  saluted 
by  one  of  these  girls  -  saluted  in  a  i)erfectly 
correct  and  soldierly  fashion.  The  idea  is  right; 
if  they  outwardly  acknowledge  that  they  are  a 
I)art  of  the  Army,  military  (liscii)liiic  becomes 
their  protection.  Rut  what  a  queer,  changed 
world   from  the  world  of  sloppy  blouses,   cheap 
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and  much-too-frcqut'nt  jewelry,  anil  hilly  senti- 
mental ogling!  Kngland's  become  ni..re  alert 
and  forthright;  despite  the  war,  she's  happier. 
This  isn't  meant  fur  u  glorihcation  of  war;  it's 
s.mi)ly  a  statement  of  faet.  The  time  had  to 
come  when  women  would  l)ecome  men;  tluv've 
become  men  in  this  most  nobh.  and  womanly 
fashion --  through  service.  They're  doing  men's 
jobs  with  wi)men's  alacrity. 

There   is   only   une    thing    that    will    keep   me 
from    re-joining    my    battery    in    January,    and 
that's   this  American   book.      Wc   Juue   come   to 
the  conclusion   that  to  comi)lete   the  picture  of 
American  determination  to  win  out,  I  (jught  to 
go  on  a  tour  of  inspection  in  France.     The  V,o\- 
ernment  is  interested  in  the  bo(jk  for  i)ropaganda 
work.     The  extreme  worthwhilenos  oi  such  an 
undertaking  would   reconcile   me   to  a  i)o>tpone- 
ment  of  my  return  to  the  Front       nothing  else 
will.     All  the  i)apers  here  are  full  of  the  details 
of  the  advance  at  Cambrai.     I  want  to  be  "out 
there."    so    badly.      What    does    it    matter    that 
there's   mud   in   the   tre.iches,    and    death    round 
every   tra\erse,   and   danger   in   each   stei)?      ^^'^ 
the  hour  of  glorious  life  .  long  for;    for  ^uch  an 
hour  I  would  exchange  all  the  sheeted  beds  and 
running  bath-taps,  not  to  mention  the  aeon.-,  of 
(  athay.      I    can    see    tho.se    gunners    forcing    up 
their  guns  through  the  mire  and   can  hear  the 
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m;uhinc-p;uns  clicking  aw.iy  like  infuriaUil  typo- 
writers.  Ihc  whole  gigantic  pageant  <if  death 
and  endeavour  moves  ttefore  me  -  and  I'm  >iik 
of  cluhs  and  safety.  People  say  to  me.  "You're 
of  more  u.->e  here  you  can  >erve  your  country 
Ix'tter  I)y  being  in  Fngland."  Hut  when  <  liaps  are 
(lying  I  want  to  take  my  chance  with  them. 
Don't  be  afraid  I'll  be  kei)t  here.  /  :.'(;«"/.  I 
didn't  know  till  I  was  held  back  against  m\  will 
what  a  grip  that  curious  existence  at  the  IVont 
had  g'lt  on  me.  It  isn't  the  horror  one  remem- 
bers      it's  the  exhilaration  of  the  glory. 

Chi'er  uj),  I'll  be  hcmie  some  Chri.Ntmas  to  fill 
your  ("hri.^tmas  stocking.  It  won't  be  this 
Christmas  perha[)s  not  the  next;  but  perhaps 
the  next  after  that.  Tlie  young  gentlemen  from 
the  Navy  will  be  th'-re  too  to  help  me.  It's  a 
promise. 

I  was  present  at  the  opening  of  the  American 
OlTicers'  Club  by  the  Dukt*  of  Connaught.  This 
clul)  is  the  private  house  of  Lord  Leconfield. 
Other  peopl''  ha\e  presented  furniture,  pictures 
and  nione}-.  It  ci)sts  an  American  otllcer  next 
to  nothing,  and  is  the  best  attempt  that  has  been 
made  to  givi-  a  welconie  to  the  U.S.A.  in  London. 
It's  the  most  luxurious  club  in  the  West  End  at 
pre^>eut. 
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F.OVDO.V 
Decemb''r  lo,   kji; 

1  GOT  a  letter  from  the  Forcij^n  Oiruc,  a>kinK 
nie  to  go  b;uk  Ui  Amcric  ;i  to  do  writing  and 
kcturing  for  the  Hriti.sh  Minion.  I'm  sure 
you'll  appreciate  why  I  refused  it,  and  be  glad. 
I  couldn't  (ome  haik  to  U.S.A.  to  talk  about 
nobilities  when  their  sons  and  brothers  are  get- 
ting their  first  baptism  of  tire  in  the  trenches. 
If  I'd  got  anything  worth  saying  I  oughc  to  l-e 
out  there  in  the  mud,  -  saying  it  in  deeds. 
But  I've  told  Colonel  IJ.  that  if  ever  I  come 
out  again  wounded  I  will  join  the  British  Mi.ssion 
for  a  time.  So  now  you  have  something  to  look 
forward  to. 

I  hear  though  that  permission  will  probably 
be  granted  to  me  within  the  ne.xt  few  <lays  to 
start  for  France  to  go  through  the  American 
lines  and  activities.  You  can  guess  how  interest- 
ing that  will  be  to  me.  I  only  hope  they  have  a 
fight  on  while  I'm  in  the  American  lines.  I  sup- 
pose the  tour  will  take  me  the  best  part  of  a 
month,  so  I'll  be  away  from  England  for  Christ- 
mas. I  rather  hope  I'll  be  in  Paris  —  ever  since 
reading  "Trilby"  I've  longed  to  go  to  the  Made- 
leine for  Noel  -  which  reminds  me  that  I  must 
get  "  Trilby"  to  read  on  the  journey.  It's  rather 
a  romantic  life  that  I'm  having  nowadays,  dtmt 
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you  think?  I  romp  all  over  the  globe  and,  in 
the  intervals,  have  a  crack  at  the  Germans. 

After  I  have  finished  writing  this  hook  on  the 
American  activities  in  France  I  sha'n't  be  con- 
tent a  moment  till  I've  rejoined  my  battery.  I 
feel  a  terrible  shyster  stopping  away  from  the 
lighting  a  day  longer  than  can  be  helped.  This 
book,  whicli  I  intend  to  be  a  spiritual  interpre- 
tation of  the  soul  of  America,  ought  to  do  good 
to  Anglo-American  relations;  so  it  seems  of 
sufficiently  vital  imi)ortance.  I  can't  think  of 
anything  that  would  do  more  to  justify  the  blot- 
ting out  of  so  many  young  lives  than  that,  when 
the  war  is  ended,  Kngland  and  America  should 
have  reason  to  forget  the  last  hundred  and  thirty 
years  of  history,  joining  hands  in  a  world-wide 
Anglo-Sa.xon  alliance  against  the  future  murder- 
ing of  nations.  If  I  can  contribute  anything 
towards  bringing  that  about,  the  missing  oi  two 
months  in  the  trenches  will  be  worth  it. 

I  went  to  a  "good  luck"  dinner  the  other  night, 
which  we  gave  to  my  major  on  liie  occasion  of 
his  setting  sail  for  Canada.  Two  others  of  the 
ofhcers  who  used  to  be  with  me  in  the  battery 
are  to  be  on  the  same  ship.  A  year  ago  in  the 
Somme  we  used  to  i^ray  for  a  blighty  —  today, 
every  ofl'icer  in  our  mess  has  either  got  a  blighty 
or  is  death  It  gives  one  some  idea  of  the  brevity 
of  our  glory. 
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You'd  love  the  West  End  shops  were  you  hero. 
I've    just    drawn    down    my    blinds    vn    Oxford 
Street;    I  walked  back  I)y  way  of  Regent  Street 
after  lunch     -  all  the  windows  are  gay  and  full. 
Men    in    khaki    are   punting    their   girls    through 
the    crowds,    doing    their    Christmas    shopping. 
^'ou  can  see  the  e.xcited  faces   of    little  children 
everywhere.      There    doesn't    seem    to    be    much 
hint  (;t    war.     One   wonders   whether  peoj)le  are 
brave   to  smile  so  much  or  only  careless.     You 
hear  of  tremendous  lists  of  casualties,  but  there 
are  just  as  many  men.     It  looks  as   though   we 
had   man-power  and   resources   to   carry   on   the 
war    interminably.      There's    only    one    class    of 
person   who   is   fed   up  —  and   that's  the   i)ers()n 
who  has  done  least  sacrihcing.     The  jierson  who 
has  do!     none  at  all  is  a  nervous  wreck  and  can't 
stand    the    strain    much    longer.      Hut    ask    the 
fighting  men  -  they're  perfectly  hai)py  and  con- 
tented.     Curious!      When    you've    given    every- 
thing, you  can  always  give  some  more. 

This  may  reach  yiju  bi'fore  Christmas,  though 
I  doubt  it.  If  it  does,  be  as  merry  as  we  shaU 
be,  though  absent. 

XXT 

London" 
December  10,   1017 

1  HOPE  you  feel  as   I   do   about    my  refusal  of 
Colonel  B.'s  offer  to  send   me   back  to  America 
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on  the  British  Mission.     I  was  also  approached 
today   to  do  press  work   lor  the   Canadians.     It 
seems  as  though  everyone  was  <  (jnspiring  to  throw- 
tempting  j.lums  in  my  way  to  kecj)  me  from  re- 
turning  to   ihv   Front.      I   don't   know   that   I'm 
much  good  as  a  soldier;   prolndjly  I'm  very  much 
Ijetter  as  a  writer,   but  it's  as   though  my  soul, 
niv  detcncv.  my  honour  were  at  stake  -  -  I  must 
get  back  to  the  I'ront.     The  war  is  go'"ng  to  be 
won  by  men  who  go  back  to  the  trenches  in  the 
face  of  reason  and  commt)nsense.     If  I  had  a  leg 
off,  I  should  try  for   the   Flying   Corps.      I  may 
l)e  a  fool  in  the  Front  Line,  but  I  won't  be  Un- 
ished  as  a  fighting  man  till  Fm  done.     They  can 
keep   all    their    cu>hy    J(j1js    for   other   chaps  —  I 
want  the  mud  and  the  pountling  of  the  guns.     It 
doesn't  really  matter  if  one  does  get  killed,  pro- 
vided he's  set  a  good  example.     Do  you  remember 
that  sermon  we  heard  Dr.  Jowett  give  about  St. 
Paul  at  Lystra,  going  back  after  they  had  stoned 
him?  "Back  to  the  stones"' —  that  expresses  me 
cxadlv.      I    hate    shell-firc    and    discomfort    and 
<lealh  as  much  as  any  other  man.     But  Fd  rather 
lose  e\erything    than    have    to    >ay    good-bye  to 
mv  standard   of   heroism.      I  don't   want  to  kill 
lluns   i)articularly,   but    I   do   want   to   prove   to 
them  that  we're  the  better  men.     I  can't  do  that 
by  going  through  oratorical  gymnastics  in  Amer- 
ica or  by  writing  racy  descriptions  of  the  Cana- 
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fHans'  bravery  for  the  international  press.  I 
shall  be  less  than  nothing  when  I  return  to 
France  —  a  mere  subaltern  whose  life  isn't  very 
highly  valued.  I^ut  in  my  heart  I  shall  know 
myself  a  man.  There's  no  one  understands  my 
motive  but  you  three,  who  have  nio^t  to  lose 
by  my  cripplement  or  death.  All  my  friends 
over  here  think  me  an  ass  to  throw  away  such 
chances  -  they  say  I'm  economically  squander- 
ing myself  in  the  place  where  I'm  least  trained 
to  do  the  best  work.  I  know  they  talk  sense; 
but  they  don't  talk  chivalry.  If  every  man 
took  the  first  chance  olTered  him  to  get  out  of 
the  catastrophe,  where  would  the  Iluns'  olTensive 
end? 

You've  probably  l)cen  writing  hard  at  "  The 
Father  of  a  Soldier."  and  saying  all  that  you 
would  like  to  say  to  mc  in  that.  I'm  most 
an.xious  to  see  the  manuscript  of  it.  If  you 
please,  how  could  the  son  of  the  man  who  wrote 
that  book  accept  a  cushy  jnl)? 

I  wonder  if  you've  reached  the  point  yet  where 
you  don't  think  that  dying  matters?  I  su.spect 
you  have.  You  remember  what  Roose\elt  said 
after  seeing  his  last  son  olT,  "II  he  (omes  bat  k 
he'll  have  to  explain  to  me  the  why  and  how." 
That's  the  Japanese  spirit  honour  demands 
when  a  man  returns  from  ])attle  that  he  can  gi\e 
good  reasons  why  he  is  not  dead.     Others,  his 
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friends  and  comriides.  are  dead;  how  does  he 
happen  lo  be  li\nig?  In  lliat  co.ineclion  I  t'nnik. 
of  Charlie  S.,  l\iiig  somewhere  in  the  mud  of 
^'pres.  with  an  in^ignil'icant  cross  above  his  head. 
He  won  a  dozen  decorations  which  were  not 
given  him.  He  h;id  a  baby  whom  he  had  only 
seen  onc^ .  He  was  my  pal.  Why  should  I  live, 
while  hi'  is  dead.  I  can  always  hear  him  singin" 
in  the  mess  in  a  pleasant  tenor  voice.  We  use  _ 
to  share  our  alTections  and  our  troubles.  He  was 
what  the  Canadians  call  "a  white  man."  I 
can't  see  myself  living  in  comfort  while  he  is 
dead.  It's  odd  the  things  one  remembers  alx)Ut 
a  man.  We  got  the  idea  in  'he  Somme  that  oil 
on  the  feet  would  prevent  them  from  l)ecoming 
frozen.  One  time  when  Charlie  was  going  up 
forward  we  lui.dn't  an\'  oil,  so  he  used  brillian- 
tine.  It  smelt  of  \  iolels  and  we  mad  ■  tlie  high- 
est of  game  of  him.  Poor  olil  Charlie,  he  doesn't 
feel  the  loM  now. 

I'm  afraid  I've  written  a  lot  of  rot  in  this 
letter  I've  t.dked  far  too  much  of  a  host  of 
tiling.-^  wiiiih  are  l)etler  left  unsaid,  liut  I  had 
to  -  -  I  wanted  lo  make  ([uite  certain  that  you 
wouldn't  blame  me  for  refusing  safety.  I've 
relieved  myself  immensely  by  getting  all  of  this 
ulT  mv  chest. 
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XXII 

I.ns-noN- 
December  17,  igiy 

I'M  waiting  for  Eric  ami,  while  waiting,  propose 
to  tell  you  the  story  of  my  jxist  few  (la\s.  I 
think  when  you'v"  come  to  the  end  of  my  account 
you'll  agree  that  I've  been  mixing  my  drinks 
considerably  with  regards  to  the  personalities 
whose  accjuaintance  I  have  made. 

On    Friday    evening    I    wa>   invited   to   dinner 
])y    Lieutenant    C,    the    American     Xavy    man 
with   whom   I   crossed   in   Xovember       I    met    - 
whom  do  you  think?  —  George  Gros^mith,  Leslie 
Henson,  Julia  James,  Madge  Saunders  and  Lord 
Chaplin.     1  may  say  that  Lord  Chaplin  is  not  a 
member  of  the  Gaiety  Compan} ,  though  I  seem 
to  have  included  him.     The  occasion  was  really 
the  weekly  dinner  given   by  the  American   OlTi- 
cers'   Club;    the   Gaiety   Company   was   there   to 
entertain.      I    think    it    is    typical    of    England's 
attitude  towards  the  American  Army  that  people 
from    such    different    walks    of    life    should    have 
been   present   to   do   the   U.S.A.    honour.      Lord 
Chaplin  is  a  splendid  type  of  old-fashioned  cour- 
tier with  a  great,  kindly,  bloodhound  face.      He 
had    ensigns    and    t)tTicers    of    whatsoever    rank 
brought   to   him,   and   spoke   lo   them   with   the 
line  manly  equality  of  thi    trut-ljred  aristocrat. 
It  was  amusing  to  see  the  breezy  American  boys 
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quite  unembarrassed,  most  of  them  unaware  of 
Lord  (■hai)lin's  political  eminence,  exclianginj^ 
views  in  the  friendliest  of  fashions,  while  the  old 
gentleman,  kee[)ing  seated,  leaning  forward  on 
his  stick  with  one  hand  renting  attentively  on  a 
young  fellow's  arm,  e.\i)ressed  liis  warm  appre- 
ciation of  America's  eagerness. 

Grossmith  was  in  the  uniform  our  boys  wear 
-  that  of  a  lieutenant  in  the  R.XA'.R.  Leslie 
Henson  is  now  a  mechanic  in  the  motor-transport 
by  day  and  a  Gaiety  star  in  the  evenings.  He 
says  that  it  costs  him  much  money  to  cure  the 
ache  which  the  Army  gives  to  his  back  —  but 
he  continues  to  do  Ins  "bit"  by  day  and  to  amuse 
Tommies  home  on  lea\e  in  the  evenings. 

Xe.xt  day,  Saturday,  I  went  down  to  Bath  to 
meet  Raemaekers,  the  Dutch  cartoonist.  Mr. 
Lane  was  our  host.  Raemaekers  is  a  great  man. 
On  the  j(mrney  I  tried  to  picture  him.  I  saw 
him  as  a  pale-f.iced  man,  with  lank  black  hair 
and  a  touch  of  ihe  Jew  alK)Ut  liim.  I  rather  ex- 
pected lo  fmd  him  worn  and  slightly  more  than 
middle-aged,  with  ner\-ous  hands  and  hollow 
eyes.  I  reminded  myself  that  of  the  world's 
artists,  he  was  the  only  one  who  had  risen  to 
the  sheerness  of  the  occasion.  He  expresses  the 
conscience  of  the  aloof  cosmopolitan  as  regards 
Germany's  war-methods.  England,  incurably 
gooil-humoured,    has    only    Bairnsfather's    comic 
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portrayals  of  Old  Bill  to  place  beside  this  indig- 
nant Dutchman's  moral  hatred  of  Hun  cruelty. 
From  the  station  I  went  to  the  Rath  Club;   there 
I  met  not  at  all  what  I  had  imagined.     He  lot)ks 
like  a   Frans  Hals  burgher,  comfortable,  with  a 
high  complexion,  a  small  pointed  beard,  chestnut 
hair   and    searching   gray    eyes.      His   charity   of 
apjiearance  belies   him,   for  his  eyes  and   mouth 
have  a  terrific  purpose.     His  hands  are  thi  hands  of 
a  lighting  man  which  crush.     You  would  pa>s  him 
in  the  street  as  unremarkable  unless  he  looked  at 
you       his  eyes  are  daggers  which  stop  you  dead. 
There   were   lour   of   us  at   lunch       he   sat   at 
my  right  and  we  talked  like  a  river  in  llood.    He's 
just  back   from  .\merica,  thrilled  by  the  .\meri- 
can's   unimpas>ioned,    lawful    thoroughness.      He 
had   found  something  akin  to  his  own  tempera- 
ment in  the  nation's  genius  —  the  same  capacity 
to  brush  aside   facetiousness  in  a  crisis,  and   to 
attain    a    Hebrew    prophet's    facult\"    for    hatred. 
One  doesn't  want  to  laugh  when  women  lie  dead 
in    the  asli-pits   oi   Belgium.      I   ha\e   Ijeen   with 
him    man}-    hours   and    have   scarcely    seen   him 
smile       and    yet    his    face    is    kindly.      ;\s    you 
know,  the  Kaiser  had  set  a  price  ujton  his  head. 
His   death   would   mean   more   to   the   Hun   than 
the  destruction  of  many   British   I)i\isions.     He 
has    pilloried    the     Kaiser's    beastliness    for    all 
time.     When  future  ages  want  to  know  what  the 
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Kaiser  said  to  Christ,  they  will  find  it  all  in  the 
thousand  Racmaekcrs'  sketches.  Traps  have 
been  laid  for  his  ( apturc  from  time  t(j  time. 
Submarines  ha\f  been  despatched  with  orders 
to  take  him  ali\i'.  ili-  knows  what  awaits  him 
il  su(  h  plans  should  meet  with  sucee^s  a  lin- 
^'ering,  torturc<l  death;  (onsecpiently  he  travels 
arnud  and  h;i>  promised  hi>  wife  to  blow  his 
brains  out  the  niunu'nt  he  is  ea[)tured.  We 
talked  of  many  things  (if  the  Hague  and  II. 
among  other  things.  He  knew  the  V.'>  and 
drew  a  sketdi  (.f  Mr.  P.  on  the  table-eloth  with 
his  pencil.  I  tried  to  pureha>e  the  table-eloth 
that  I  might  send  it  to  America,  but  the  club- 
secretary  \va>  liefore  me. 

In  the-  afterno(,n  I  went  to  the  railway-station 
and  spoki'  with  a  porter  who  was  pushing  a 
barrow  Henry  ("happel.  who  wrote  "The  Day" 
-  the  first  war-poet  of  i(;i4.  As  luck  would 
ha\e  it  it  was  Saturday,  the  day  upon  which 
John  Lane  had  brought  out  hi.>  \-olume  of  poems; 
it  was  rather  pathetic  to  find  him  ac  tepting  si.\- 
penny  tii)s  on  the  proudest  afternoon  of  his  life. 
1  told  him  how  I  had  seen  his  poem  pasted  up 
in  prominent  places  all  the  way  from  the  .\tlan- 
tic  to  the  Pacific.  He  smiled  in  a  i)atient  fashion 
and  said  that  he  had  heard  about  ii.  I  under- 
stand that  he  made  one  hundred  pounds  out  of 
this  j)oem  and  ga\e  it  all  to  the  Red  Cross.     A 
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gentleman,  if  you  want  to  find  onci  I  a>ke(l 
him  if  he  didn't  look  forward  to  promotion  now. 
Tic  shook  his  head  gravely  —  he  liked  portering 
and  wouldn't  be  mu(  h  good  at  an}thing  tl>e. 
At  parting  I  shook  his  hand;  hut,  when  I  had 
dropi)ed  it,  he  toucheci  his  eap  and  touched 
my  heart  in  the  duing  of  it. 

On  Sunda}'  I  was  back  in  town.  I'.ric  turned 
up  thi.i  morning,  looking  clean  and  smiling,  with 
an  exceedingly  glad  eye.  lie's  just  the  same  as 
he  always  was,  discontented  with  \\\>  job  be- 
cause he  thinks  it's  too  ^.il'e  and  trying  to  fmd 
one  niore  dangerous.  We're  going  to  ha\e  a 
great  time  together,  unless  I  get  my  marching 
orders  from  the  Foreign  OlTice. 

I  lunched  with  Raemaekers  at  (daridge's  to- 
<lay  and  have  just  come  back.  He's  an  elemen- 
tid  moralist,  encased  in  a  burgher's  exterior.  He 
iilTects  me  with  a  sense  of  restrained  power.  One 
is  suri)rised  to  see  him  eating  like  other  men. 
How  I  wish  that  I  could  detest  as  he  detests. 
And  yet  he  has  heart  in  plenty.  He  told  me  a 
story  of  a  French  battalion  going  out  to  die. 
The  last  soldier  stepped  out  of  the  ranks  towards 
his  colonel,  who  was  weeping  for  his  men  who 
would  not  come  back.  Flinging  his  arms  about  his 
commanding  otTicer,  he  kissed  him  and  said,  "Do 
not  fear,  my  Colonel;  we  shall  not  disgrace  you." 
He  has  an  e_\e  for  magnanimity,  that  man. 
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1  HIS  foggy  Loti'lon  morning  f.irly  \our  tlirce 
li'ttiTs  from  DcccmlxT  5lh  to  i.Sih  arrived.  I 
jumped  out  of  tjid,  lit  t!u-  g;is,  rclrc.itcd  under 
the  blankets  and  devoured  them,  leaning  on 
my  elbow. 

This  i^  the  last  day  (»f  the  old  year  —  a  quaint 
old  \ear  it  has  been  for  all  of  us.  I  commenced 
it  f;uite  reconciled  to  the  thought  that  it  would 
be  in\'  last;  and  here  I  am,  while  poor  Charlie  S. 
and  so  many  other  fellows  whom  I  loved  arc 
dead.  It  onlv  shows  how  \er\-  fooli.-^h  it  is  to 
anticipate  trouble,  for  the  la>L  twelve  months 
have  been  the  very  best  and  richest  of  my  life. 
If  I  were  to  die  now,  I  shoukl  feel  that  I  had  at 
least  done  something  with  my  handful  of  years. 

I'd  like  to  have  another  glimpse  of  America 
now  that  in  the  face  )f  reverses  she  has  grown 
sterner.  It's  certain  at  last  that  there'll  be  a  lot 
of  American  bo\s  who  won't  ctmic  back.  They're 
going  to  be  real  st)ldier. ,  going  to  go  over  the  top 
and  to  endure  all  the  fierce  heroisms  <jf  an  attack. 
It's  cruel  to  say  so,  but  '"'s  better  for  America's 
soul  that  she  should  have  her  taste  of  battle 
after  all  the  shouting. 

On  Saturday  V.  R.  came  to  see  us.  He's  home 
on  leave.     He  and  P.  and  I  sitting  down  together 
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after  all  die  years  that  have  intcr\-cne(l  since 
wc  were  at  Oxfunl  together  1  As  I",  expressed  it, 
blinking  through  his  -^  ectarles,  •"Doesn't  it 
seem  silly  that  I  ^houM  be  dressed  up  like  this 
and  that  yi  a  should  be  dri  ^(  d  like  that?"  He 
went  out  in  Januar\  a->  a  sec  nd  lieutenant,  and 
returned  )ninKuiding  his  battalion.  L'uhI  moves 
in  a  nn.  erious  way,  dMf.->n't  lie?  Oiu-  can't 
hell)  wondering  why  some  should  "go  wc•^t"  at 
once  and  others  should  be  spared.  Bob  II.,  who 
was  also  with  us  at  Oxford,  as  you  will  remem- 
ber, las'ed  exactly  six  days.  The  first  day  in 
the  trenches  he  was  wounded,  but  not  sulTi- 
ciently  to  go  out.  The  sixth  ilay  he  was  killed. 
Did  I  tell  you  that  there's  a  nerve  hospital 
near  here  crowded  with  nerve-shattered  babies 
on  one  lloor  and  nerve-shattered  '!"(■  niies  on 
the  next?  The  babies  are  all  dressed  in  red  and 
the  Tommies  in  the  usual  hospital  blue.  Each 
day  the  shell-shocked  chaps  go  u;  to  \i>it  the 
children;  the  moment  the  door  opens  and  the 
blue  figures  appear,  the  little  red  crowd  si  retch 
out  their  arms  and  cry,  "My  soUlierl  My  sol- 
dier I"  for  each  Tommy  has  his  own  particular 
pet.  When  a  child  gets  a  nervous  attack,  it  is 
often  only  the  one  jiarticular  soUlier  who  can 
do  the  soothing.  Who'd  think  that  men  fresh 
from  the  (irnage  could  be  so  tc.der!  And 
people  say  that  war  makes  mei.  brul.d.    Humph  I 
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XXIV 

A    Fkincu   I'ort 
JiinUiiry  j,   k^iS 

lll'.RE  I  am  again  in  France  and  ixtradrdina- 
rily  glad  to  In-  here.  I  feel  lluit  I'm  again  a  part 
•  if  the  game  1  (ouldn'l  fi'el  that  while  I  was 
in  London.  I  landed  here  llu\  morning  and 
arrive  in  I'aris  tonight.  The  crn>.-,ing  was  one 
(if  tlie  (iuiele>t.  I  know  a  lot  of  peopK'  didn't 
lie  down  at  all  and  ^till  others  slept  with  their 
clothes  on.  Like  a  senNiMe  fellow  I  crept  into 
my  l)erth  at  nine  i>..\i.,  and  slept  like  a  top  till 
morning.  If  we'd  been  submarined  I  shouldn't 
have  known  it. 

I  feel  tremendously  elated  by  the  thought  of 
this  new  adventure,  anil  intend  to  make  the 
most  of  it.  As  you  know,  nothing  \v(juld  have 
persuaded  me  to  delay  my  return  to  the  Front 
e\ie[)t  an  ojjportunity  for  doing  work  of  these 
dimensions.  I  really  do  believe  that  I  have  the 
tliance  of  a  life-time  to  do  work  of  international 
importance.  I  want  to  make  tlu'  Americans 
feel  that  they  have  become  our  kinsmen  through 
the  magnitude  of  their  endeavour.  And  I  want 
to  make  the  British  shake  off  their  reticence  in 
ai>i)lau(ling  the  magnanimity  of  America's  en- 
thusiasm. 

It's  been  snowing  here;  but  I  don't  feel  cold 
because  of   the   warmth   inside   me.     The  place 
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■where  I  am  now  is  one  of  the  pleasure-haunts 
which  Kric  and  I  visiteci  together  in  that  golden 
summer  of  long  ago.  Littk-  did  I  think  that  I 
should  l)f  here  next  time  in  >u(  h  htlligcrrnt 
attire  and  on  such  an  ernuid.  Life's  ;i  (jueer 
kaleidoscope.  Hut,  oh,  lor  >uc  h  anolht-r  sum- 
mer, with  the  long  secure  |)e,u  c-  of  July  clays,  and 
the  whole  green  world  to  wanckri  One  douhls 
whether  Illc|onuli>  will  ever  come  again. 

I  see  the  \V..\.C.K.s  the-  girl->oidicrs  of  Ilng- 
land  everywhere  nowacla\s.  A  reinforcing 
draft  crossed  over  with  me  on  the  steamer 
high  complexions  and  laughing  faces,  trim  uni- 
forms and  tiny  ankles.  They're  hrave!  It's  a 
pity  we  can't  gi\e  them  a  chance  of  just  one 
crack  at  the  Huns.  Hut  tiuy  ha\e  to  stop  he- 
hind  the  lines  and  clri\e  lorries,  and  he  good  girls, 
and  heat  tyi)ewriters.  Their  little  girl  ofticers 
are  mighty  diguitied.  What  a  gallant  world  I 
I  wouldn't  ha\e  it  otherwise. 

For  me  the  Xew  ^'e.lr  is  starting  well.  I  face 
it  in  higher  spirits  than  an\  of  itn  predeces.sors. 
And  well  I  may,  for  I  didn't  ex[)ec t  to  he  alive 
to  greet  i^i''^-  I  hope  you  are  all  just  as  much 
on  the  c  re>t  of  the  wave  in  yc:)ur  hopes  and  antici- 
pations. Nothing  can  he  worse  than  some  of 
the  experiences  that  lie  behind  -  and  that's 
some  comfort.  Nothing  can  l)e  more  chivalrous 
than  the  opportunities  which  lie  before  us. 
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So  here's  good-hNc  to  you  from  France  once 
again. 


Hi 


XXV 

I'AklS 

January  s,  njiS 
KRE  I  am  in  Paris,  starting  on  my  new  advcn- 
liire  of  writing  ihc  story  of  what  the  .Americans 
are  doing  in  the   war.     I   left    Enghmd   on  Janu- 
Tv  .^nd,  which  was  a  \Ve<ine>d;iy,  and  arrived  here 
'lliursday  evening.     .\s  you   know,   while   I   was 
11    ihi'   Er)ntdine  I  had  very  little  idea  of  what 
i   .:nce  at  war  \va>,  like.     One  eroded  from  Kng- 
lano.  <  lamliered   on  ;i  military  train  with  all  the 
wint'ows  smashed,  had  a  cold  ni-ht  journey  and 
found   himself  at   once  among  th.e  ^hell  holes.      I 
wa>   \iTy   keen   on   sieing   what    Pari.',   was   like; 
now  that    I've  seen    it,   it'>  \-ery  dilVu  ult    to    de- 
scrilu-.       It's   \ery    much    the   same  a^,   it    always 
was  — only  while  it>  atmo-plni-f  w-.s  oiin>  c  liam- 
pagne,  now  it   is  a  strong  still  wine.     .\.>  in   Ilng- 
land.  only  to  a  greater  e.xtent.  wcaiun  are  doin" 
the   work    of    men.      The   streets   .tre    full    of   the 
wounded        not     tlie     wounded     wi;h     well-fitted 
artilicial  limlis  tiiat  you  si-e  in  London,  hvit  with 
ordinary     wooden     stumps,     etc.       Our     English 
wiiunded   .ire  .dwa>s  gay   and   lau^him:       deter- 
mined to  treat  tlie  war  as  a  humorous  ijiisode  to 
the  end.    Tlie  Ereneh  wounded  are  grave,  atllicted 
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.nd  ordinary.  1  think  the  Frfnehman,  with  an 
1  motional  honesty  of  which  we  arc  incai»al)le,  has 
Irom  the  first  viewed  the  war  .is  a  colossal  Cal- 
\ary,  and  has  seen  it  against  llie  historic  ^ky- 
Une  of  a  travailing  world.  Never  by  speech  or 
gesture  has  he  disguised  the  fact  that  he,  as 
an  iiidixidual,  is  engaged  in  a  fore-ordained  and 
unparalleled  ad\enture  of  sacrilue.  The  Kng- 
lishnian.  self-cousc  ious  of  his  own  heroic  gallan- 
try, cloaks  his  lineness  wiln  pretended  inditTer- 
encc-  and  has  succeeded  in  decei\ing  the  world. 
Our  s(H)rtsmansliip  in  the  face  of  ('eath  ini- 
j)resses  more  complex  nations  as  irrel  gion.  So 
while  London  is  outwardly  gayer  than  e\er, 
I'aris  has  a  stiff  upper  lip,  a  look  of  sternness  in 
its  e>es  and  \er}-  little  laughter  on  its  mouth. 
By  nine-thirty  in  the  evening  every  restaurant 
is  closed  and  the  streets  are  emi)ty  till  the  sol- 
diers on  lea\'e  troop  out  from  the  theatres. 

As  for  the  food,  I  have  seen  no  shortage  in 
I'rance  as  }et.  \'ou  can  get  plenty  of  hutter  and 
sugar,  wliereas  in  London  margariiu'  is  rare  and 
sugar  is  doled  out.  Tlu-  talk  of  I'rance  being 
exhausted  is  all  rubbish;  you  can  feel  the  muscles 
of  a  great  nation  struggling  the  monient  you  land. 
I  have  had  a  most  kindly  and  helpful  rece})- 
tion  from  the  American  Tress  Division.  They 
ha\e  realized  with  the  usual  American  (juickness 
of  inird  tlie  importance  of  what  I  propo.se  to  do. 
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One  of  Iheir  olTicers  slurts  out  with  mc  tonight 
on  my  first  tour  of  military  activities.  It  will 
l;iki-  about  five  days.  I  then  return  to  Paris  to 
write  up  what  I  have  seen  and  afterwards  set 
out  again  in  a  new  direction.  If  I  take  the  proper 
advantage  of  my  oj)portunities,  I  ought  to  get 
an  amazingly  interesting  lot  of  material. 

Saturday-  I  was  lucky  enough  to  secure  a  car, 
and  went  the  round  of  my  introductions,  to  the 
British  I'.mbas^y  and  your  friends  from  Xewark. 

I've  been  to  two  theatres.  The  audiences  were 
composed  for  the  most  part  of  soldiers  on  leave 
-  American.  British.  Canadian,  Australian,  Bel- 
gian, French,  with  the  merest  si)rinkling  of  civil- 
ians. Sunday  I  walked  thnujgh  tlie  Lu.xembour" 
most  of  th-  galleries  of  which  are  closed.  After- 
wards I  walked  in  the  (iardens  and  watched  the 
Parisians  sliding  on  the  ice.  For  the  moment 
they  forgot  they  were  at  war,  and  became  chil- 
dren. There  were  little  boys  and  girls,  soldiers 
with  their  sweethearts,  fat  old  men  and  women, 
all  running  and  pushing,  and  slidi.ig  and  falling 
and  chattering.  I  thought  of  Trill)y  with  her 
grave  kind  eyes.  Then  I  walked  down  the  Boule 
Miche  to  Notre  Dame,  where  women  were  :)ray- 
ing    for    their    dead. 

Today  Pari?  is  under  snow  and  again  the  child 
spirit  has  asserted  itself.  Soldiers  and  sailors  are 
pelting  one  another  with  snowballs  in  the  streets. 
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and   Jupiter  continues   to   pluck   his    geese    and 
send  their  feathers  drifting  down  the  sky. 

This  time  last  year  I  was  marcliing  into  action 
with  a  temperature  of  104  degrees  and  you  were 
reaching  London,  wondering  wheMicr  I  was  truly 
coming  on  leave.  A  (jueer  year  it  has  been;  in 
spite  of  all  our  anticij)ations  to  the  contrary, 
we're  still  alive.  I  wish  we  were  to  meet  again 
this  year  and  wc.  may.  We  know  so  little.  As 
Whitcoml)  Riloy  says  in  complete  acceptance  of 
human  fortuitousness,  "Xo  chiltl  knows  when  it 
goco  to  sleep." 


XXVI 


I'akis 

January  i^,   iqiS 


/\B0UT  an  hour  ago  I  got  into  Paris  from  my 
first  trip.  I've  been  where  M.  anil  I  s{)ent  our 
splendid  summer  so  many  years  ago,  only  now 
the  river  is  spanned  with  ice  and  the  country  i.> 
a  grav  sage  colour.  Frcjm  what  I  can  sec  the 
Americans  are  pre[)aring  as  if  for  a  war  that  is 
going  to  last  for  thirty  years.  America  is  in  the 
war  literally  to  her  last  man  and  her  last  dollar; 
when  her  hour  comes  to  strike,  she  will  be  like  a 
second  England  in  the  tight. 

I  made  my  tour  with  an  oflicer  who  was  with 
Hoover  three  years  in  Belgium,  and  who  before 
that  was  a  student  in  Paris.     As  a  consequence 
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he  speaks  French  Hke  a  native.  Every  detail  of 
my  tri[)  was  arranj^'ed  ahead  by  telei)h()ne  and 
telegram;  automobiles  wt-re  waiting,  '['here  is 
no  pretence  about  the  .\meriean  .\rmy.  My  rank 
as  lieutenant  is.  of  course-,  quite  inaderiuatt-  to  the 
task  I  have  uiidert:i.ken.  But  the  .Xmcrican  high 
otlicer  (arrie>  no  >'uh'  or  swank.  Having  produicd 
my  credentials  I  am  sratetl  at  the  mcss  bi.-sidc' 
•n-nrrals  and  allowed  to  a>k  anv  ciuestion,  how- 
fver  searching.  Everyone  I  have  met  as  yet  is 
ha(s  off  to  the  English  and  the  French  -  they  go 
out  e.f  their  way  to  make  comparisons  which  are 
in  their  own  disfavour  and  unjust  to  themselves. 
I  ha\e  been  making  a  i);irticular  study  of  their 
transport  facilities  and  their  artillery  training. 
Both  are  being  carried  out  on  a  magnificently 
thorough  scale.  I  undertake  to  assert  that 
they  will  have  as  tine  artillery  as  can  be  found  on 
the  Western  I'ront  by  the  time  they  are  ready. 
I  certainly  never  saw  such  painstaking  and 
methodical  training. 

As  you  know,  the  phase  of  the  war  that  I  am 
particularly  interested  in  is  the  closeness  of 
international  relations  that  will  result  when  the 
wa-  is  vni\c(\.  The  tightening  of  bonds  between 
the  French,  Americans  and  English  can  be  daily 
witnessed  and  fell.  The  Americans  are  loud  in 
their  praise  of  their  French  and  British  instructors 
—  the    instructors    are    equally    prcuid    of    their 
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pupils.     On   the  street,  in  hotels  and  trains,  the 
three  ra  es  hobnol)  together. 

I  came  hack  today  with  a  French  artillery  and 
cavalry  otTicer -•  splendid  fello\v>.  We  had 
fought  together  on  the  Somme.  we  discovered,  and 
had  occupied  the  same  Front,  though  at  .separate 
times.  '  Vii:  y.  The  artillerynian  was  a  young 
French  noble  and,  as  only  iiohicmen  can  the.-^e 
days,  had  a  car  waiting  lor  him  at  the  station. 
He  insisted  on  taking  me  to  my  htjtel  and  we 
parted  the  nv  -l  excellent  friends. 

I  have  two  day>  in  which  to  write  up  my  ex- 
periences, and  on  Tuesday  I  >hall  set  out  on  a 
tour  in  a  new  <lirection.  So  much  I  am  able  to 
tell  vod;  the  re>t  will  be  in  my  book  when  it  '.s 
j)ublished. 

Thi-  time  last  vear  we  were  together  in  London 
—  how  long  ago  it  seems  and  sounds:  \  ears  are 
longer  and  of  more  value  than  they  once  were. 
This  year  Fm  here.  Next  year  where?  This 
time  next  year  the  war  will  not  be  ended,  Fm 
certain,  nor  even  the  year  after  that,  !)erhaps. 
The  n. ore  we  feel  our  >trength,  the  more  we  are 
called  ui)on  to  -ulTer;    the  sterner  will  become  our 

term>. 

It's  nearlv  eleven,  my  dear  one  and  time  that 
I  was  asleep.  1  have  Henri  I'.ordeaux's  story  <^f 
"The  Fast  Hass  of  Fort  \'aux"  be-ide  me  it"s 
most  heroic  reading.     What  shall  we  do  when  the 
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gates  of  heroism  grow  narrow  and  peace  has  been 
declared?  Something  spiritual  will  have  gone  out 
of  life  when  the  challenge  of  the  horrible  is  ended. 

XXVII 

T'ARIS 
Junwiry   kj,   igiS 

I'M  expecting  to  go  to  American  Headquarters 
on  Tuesday  and  to  see  something  of  work  im- 
mediately behind  the  lines.  I  fmd  what  I  am 
doing  exceptionally  interesting  and  hope  to  do  a 
good  book  on  it. 

Wherever  one  goes  the  best  men  one  meets  are 
Hoover's  disciples  from  Belgium.  The\  tell 
extraordinary  stories  of  the  heroism  of  the  patriots 
whom  tluy  knew  thi-re  people  by  the  score  who 
duplicated  Miss  Cavell's  courage  and  paid  the 
penalty.  Their  experience  of  Hun  brutality  has 
somehow  dulled  their  sen>e  of  horror  they 
speak  of  it  as  something  (juite  commonplace  and 
to  be  expected. 

On  I'riday  I  saw  Miss  Holt's  work  for  the 
blind.  She  bears  out  for  I-'rance  all  that  I  have 
said  al)out  the  amazing  sharing  of  the  wounded 
in  England.  One  man  in  Iut  eare  was  not  (mly 
totally  bhnd,  but  he  had  also  lost  both  arms. 
In  the  hospital  there  were  men  less  grievously 
mutilated  than  himself,  who  hardly  knew  how  to 
endure  their  loss.     For  the  sake  of  the  cheeriness 
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of  his  example,  he  used  to  go  round  the  ward  with 
gifts  of  cigarettes,  which  he  almost  thought  he 
lit  for  the  men  himself,  for  he  used  to  say  to 
Miss  Holt  before  untlertaking  such  a  journey. 
"You  are  my  hands." 

We,  in  Enghind,  and  still  less  in  America,  have 
never  approached  the  loathing  which  is  fell  for 
the  Boche  in  France.  Men  spit  as  they  utter  his 
name,  as  though  the  very  word  was  foul  in  the 
mouth.  Wherever  you  go  lonely  men  or  women 
arc  pointed  out  to  you;  all  of  his  or  her  family 
are  behind  the  (ierman  lines.  We  think  we  have 
suffered,  but  we  have  not  sounded  one  fathom  of 
this  depth  of  agony.  On  every  hand  I  hear  that 
the  French  .Army  is  stronger  than  ever,  better 
equipped  and  more  firm  in  its  morale.  .Xs  an 
impassioned  Frenchman  ^aid  to  me  yesterday, 
his  eyes  blazing  as  he  banged  the  table,  "They 
shall  not  pass.     I  say  so       and  I  am  France." 

In  the  face  of  all  this  I  do  not  wonder  that  the 
French  misunderstand  the  easy  good-humor  with 
which  we  English  go  out  to  die.  In  their  eyes 
and  with  the  throbbing  of  their  wounds,  this  w;.r 
is  a  matter  for  neither  good-humour  nor  sports- 
manshiii.  but  only  for  the  indignant,  inarticulate 
wrath  of  a  He!)rew  god.  If  every  weapon  was 
taken  from  their  hands  and  all  the  young  men 
were  gone,  with  clenched  t'lsts  those  who  were 
left  would  smite  and   smite  to  the   last.     It  is 
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fitting  that  ihty  should  kcl  this  way.  hut  I'm 
gla<l  ttiat  our  Kngli^h  hoys  (.an  still  laugh  while 
thi-y  (lif. 

And  now   I'm  going  out  on  the  iJoulcvards  to 
get  lunch. 


XXVIII 


I'\RIS 

Jr.itlfir.     ;o.    I'jl.S 


1  I■".S'^F.IU)A^■  on  mv  return  to  Paris  I  found 


all  }()ur  Kttcr^  awaiting  me  a  real  big  pile 
whiih  took  me  over  an  hour  to  re. id.  The  Litest 
\va>  writtiii  on  New  N'ear'>  Day  in  the  throes  of 
coal  >hortage  and  intense  cold.  Really  it  >eenis 
al)-urd  that  ynu  -hould  he  starved  for  warmth  in 
Amerie.i.  La>t  week  I  was  within  eighteen 
kilometres  of  the  Trontdine  staying  in  a  hotel  as 
luxurious  a>  the  Astor.  with  plenty  of  heat  and  a 
hot  hath  at  midnight  in  a  private  bathroom. 
All  the  appointments  and  comforts  were  perfect; 
booming  through  the  m'ght  came  the  perpetual 
muttering  of  the  guns.  There  were  troops  of  all 
kinds  marching  up  for  an  attack 
were  packi'd.  but  there  was  no  di.-^organisiition 

Well.  V\v  had  a  great  trijj  this  last  lime.  I 
went  to  see  refugee  work  --  and  saw  it.  There 
were  barrat  ks  full  of  babies  —  the  youngest  only 
si.x  <lays"  old.  There  were  very  many  children 
who  have  been  re-captured  from  the  Huns. 


the   villages 
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Tomorrow  I  start  olT  for  the  borders  of  Switzer- 
land to  sfi-'  the  rc'patriate<l  IVfiK  h  civilians 
arri\i'.  Then  I  ^o  with  tin-  luad  nf  the  Rod 
Cross  for  a  tour  to  >ce  the  retonstriution  worl<  in 
the  devastated  distriets.  Whiii  that  is  t'lnished, 
I  return  to  London  to  put  my  hook  toi^ether. 
I  hope  to  get  l)ai  k  tt)  my  l)altery  about  the  end 
of  Marc  h. 

What  a  time  T  have  had.  A  year  a^o  it  would 
have  seemed  impossible.  I've  motored,  gone  by 
speeders  and  trains  to  ail  kinds  of  ([uiet  and 
ancient  places  wliich  it  would  never  have  entered 
my  head  to  vi>it  in  peace  times.  The  .American 
soldier  is  everywhere,  striking  a  strange  note  of 
modernity  and  contrast.  He  sits  on  fences 
through  the  country-sidi'.  swinging  his  legs  and 
smoking  Bull  Durham,  when  he  i>n"t  charging  a 
swinging  sack  with  a  bayonet.  lie  is  the  jjarticu- 
lar  i<al  of  all  the  French  childrt'n. 

I'm  now  due  for  a  day  of  interviews  and  shall 
have  to  ring  off.  I  rose  at  seven  this  moriu'ng  so 
as  to  write  this  letter.  At  the  moment  I'm 
sitting  in  a  deep  arm-chair,  with  an  elec  trie  lamp 
at  my  elbow.  It's  an  awful  war!  In  less  than 
two  months  Ml  Ije  sitting  in  clothes  that  I  haven't 
taken  off  for  a  fortnight  —  the  mud  will  be  my 
couch  and  the  tlash  of  the  guns  my  reading  lamp. 
It's  funny,  but  up  there  in  the  discomfort  I  shall 
be  ten  timeb  more  happy. 
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T'VRIS 

l-'ihnuiry   I  !,.   icjiS 


1 'VIC  not  heard  from  \'<)U  for  two  wt-i-ks  uhiMi 
is  no  fault  of  your>.  'I'luTt-  \va>  a  delay  in  m'ttint; 
passjjorts  so  I'm  only  ju>t  hack  from  tin- 
<lc\'astatcMl  di^triits  and  j^it  on  hoard  lh<'  train 
for  London  toni^'lit.  It's  exactly  ^i\  \veck>  today 
sl.icc  I  left  Mn.Ljland  on  this  ads'enture. 

I've  <IoiU'  a  ^ood  many  thinj^s  >inie  I..>t  I  wrote 
you.  hill  I  tell  you  that  among  oth(  •■-;  I  vi-^ite(l 
Miss  Holt's  work  for  the  hlind^-'  I  can  think  of 
nothing  which  does  more  to  (all  out  one's  sym- 
pathy than  to  >it  among  ttiose  sightless  eyes. 
I  ha\e  taikt'ii  ahout  courage.  l)Ut  these  nun  leave 
n.e  ap]i,dled  and  silent.  They  are  covered  with 
decorations  -  the  Legion  dllonneur,  etc.  They 
all  h.ive  their  stories.  One,  after  he  had  heen 
wounded  antl  while  there  was  still  a  chance  of 
saving  his  sight,  insisted  on  heing  taken  to  his 
(jeneral  that  he  might  give  information  about  a 
(lerman  mine.  When  his  mission  was  lompletcd, 
his  chance  of  ever  seeing  again  was  enderj. 

On  the  way  back  I  saw  Joffre  walking.  I  now 
know  why  they  call  him  Papa  Jotfre.  He  is 
huge,  ungainlv  and  white  ami  kind.  Somehow 
he  made  me  think  f  a  pujipy  he  had  such  an 
air  of  sur[)rise.  There  was  .i  j)remature  touch  of 
spring  in  the  tree-lops.     The  grand  old  man  of 
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1  rancc  was  aware  of  it  -  he  looked  as  thouj;h  it 
were  his  first  sprini,'.  so  young  in  an  aneienl  sort 
of  way.  He  was  flopping  all  the  time  to  watch 
the  s[)arrows  flying  and  the  shrubs  growing  misty 
with  greenness.  I'or  all  his  braid  and  decorations 
in-  looked  like  an  amiable  boy  uf  splen'lid  Ni/e. 

And  then  I  went  to  Amien.-.     When  I  wa>  in 
the  lini'.  it   was  always   my  dream   to  get   tlure. 
Our  senior  oliuers  u^ed  t"  pla\'  hooky  !-,  Amiens 
and   come   back   with   wonderful   tale.-,  of  -heel'd 
beds  an<I   perpetual   baths.      I   got   there  towards 
evening  ami   was  met   by  a    British   Staff  otlker 
with    a    I  ar.     After    dinner    I   e^aped    him    and 
wandered  i^p'ugh  the  (.rooked  streets,  entounlt  r- 
ingeverywlv  c  my  dearly  beloved  Brilidi  Tommy, 
straight   out    of    the    trenches    for    a    few    hours' 
respite.     A>    I    passed    e^taminets    I    tould    hear 
concertinas    being    played    an<l     voices    singing. 
It    was    Lomlc'     and    heroism   ami   homesickness 
all  muddleil  up  together  that  the>e  voices  sang. 
And  they  sang  just  one  song.     It  is  the  tirst  song 
I  heard  in  France,  when  the  war  was  very  much 
younger.     When    the   war   is   ended.    I   e.xpect   it 
will  be  the  last.      If  the  war  gocN  on  for  another 
thirty  years,  our  Tommies  will  be  singing  it    - 
wheezing  it  out  on  concertinas  and  mouth-organs, 
in  rain  anil  sunshine,  on  the  line  oi  march,  on 
leave    or    in    their    tramped    billets.     Invincible 
optimists    that    they    are  -  so    ordinary,    so    cx- 
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traorfiinarv.  so  ^ood-huniourfd  and  niiM!  I 
pitTiil  in  ihrou.uh  tlir  (■>taniin("t>'  windows  of 
Aniirns  tluTf  they  sat  with  their  ciiuipmcnl 
olY.  thiir  t'lhow-  on  the  tabic  ami  their  >mall  beer 
l)rforc  thcni.  And  Iu.'re">  what  they  .-ang,  us  so 
many  who  arc  dead  have  sung  t)etore  them: 

"Aprrs  la  guerre  jlni 
Tous  Irs  S(>ltl<ils  parti. 
Afadrmoiscllc  \nr  a  sotdicnir  — 
Apris  la  guerre  jini." 

After  all  my  wandering  along  French  and 
American  fronts,  I  was  back  anujng  my  own 
peo[>lc. 

My  final  night  in  Amiens  was  cfjiially  typical. 
I  went  to  the  oiTicers'  club  and  found  a  sing-song 
in  [)rogre->.  There  was  a  cavalry-major  there 
who  had  been  in  the  show  at  ('amljrai.  He 
was  evidently  a  hunting-man.  for  he  ke[it  on 
getting  uiT  h\>  hunting  calls  whenexer  things 
ihre.itened  ti^  become  dull.  Most  of  the  music 
was  rag-time,  which  olTendt'il  him  very  much. 
"Let's  sing  something  Engli-^h."  he  kept  on 
saving.  So  we  gave  him  "John  I'ei'I."  "Hearts 
of  ();d<."  "Drink  to  me  only  with  thine  I'.yes"  — 
and  he  went  to  bed  ha[ipy. 

I  had  a  good  fast  car,  so  using  .\miens  as  our 
base  we  struck  into  the  Aisne.  Oise  and  Sv>mme, 
covering    a    good    many    kilumctres   a    day.     In 
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these  districts  the  Huns  were  masters  a  year 
ago  -  and  now  we  are  ploughing.  The  enemy 
withdrew  from  these  di-trieis  hist  March.  Nearly 
all  the  demolition  is  wilful  and  very  little  of  it  is 
due  to  >hell-fire.  In  town  after  town  scarcely  a 
house  is  left  standing  -  everything  i>  gutted. 
The  American  Red  Cro^s  is  trying  to  do  something 
to  alleviate  this  distress.  It  was  in  a  ruined 
chateau  I  found  the  Smith  College  Unit  and, 
much  to  my  surprise,  Miss  \V.  from  Newark. 
who  had  ju>t  received  a  letter  from  M.  She  was 
wanting  to  go  to  Amiens,  so  we  put  her  in  the 
car  and  took  her  back  with  us. 

Tm  longing  to  get  to  England  to  read  all  your 
letters  and  Papa's  book  and  preface.  I  feel  quite 
out  of  touch.     Tomorrow  I  shall  be  in  Lond.»n. 

I  was  in  Paris  when  the  Huns  were  overhead 
and  saw  one  of  them  come  (U)wn.  The  calmness 
of  the  people  was  amazing.  There  was  no  dashing 
fur  the  Metro  or  other  funk  holes;  only  a  con- 
temptuous cheeriness.     The  French  are  great. 


XXX 


Lo:."Dos 

Fchrwir\   iS,    i.)i>5 


Today  I  have  made  a  >tart  on  my  book  '"Out 
to  Win,"  and  miss  you  very  much.  Il"s  quite  a 
ditTicult  thing,  I  lind,  to  really  concentrate  on 
literary  work  in  a  strange  environment.     I  wish 
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1  could  Uke  a  maj:^r  powder  and  find  myself  back 
in  my  own  little  study,  with  my  own  little  family, 
till  the  hook  is  written. 

Today  I  re-read  Papa's  book,  whirh  is  very 
poignant  and  magnanimous  and  splendid. 

Heaps  of  people  I  met  in  France  were  returning 
to  America,  and  promi-ed  to  telej)h()ne  you  to 
say  they  had  seen  me. 

I  stumbled  across  a  most  inspiring  conversation 
which  I  overheard  the  other  day.  and  which, 
if  I  had  time,  I  would  work  into  a  stor}-,  entitled 
"His  Bit." 

I  was  sitting  in  front  of  two  women  on  a  bus. 

"Well,"  said  one,  "when  they  tol<l  me  that 
Phil  was  married,  you  could  "ave  knocked  me 
darn  wiv  a  feather." 

It  transpired  that  Phil  was  a  C.  3  class  man,  no 
po(Kl  for  active  service.  He  had  met  a  girl, 
turned  out  into  the  streets  by  her  parents  because 
she  was  about  to  have  a  chili  1  by  a  soldier  now 
dead,  whom  she  had  not  married.  Phil,  without 
asking  her  any  ([uestions.  did  his  "bit"  -led 
her  oi'i  and  married  her  right  away  t)ecause  he 
was  sorry  for  her. 

".\nd  ^he  ain't  a  wicked  girl."  said  niie  of 
the  good  ladies  on  the  bus.  "She  didn't  meai\ 
no  harm.  She  was  just  si)ftdike  to  a  Tommy 
on  li-ave.  I  e.xpect.  It  was  "ard  lines  on  "er. 
But  that  Phil  —  my  goodness,  he'll   make    'er  a 


LIVING   BAYONETS 


93 


good  'usband.  Is  the  child  horn?  I  .should  just 
fink  so.  "E's  that  prou<i.  she  might  be  is  own 
darter.  'K  carries  'er  raund  all  over  the  plaice, 
Lord  ble>s  yer.  And  "is  wife's  people,  they  can't 
make  too  much  of  'im.  No,  "e's  not  strong  — 
a  C.  3  man.  I  thou:.,'ht  I  told  yer.  She  as  ter 
work  to  'elp  "im  a'.ong.  But  tjetwcen  'em  -. 
There'  I'm  'ats  h'orf  to  Phil.  They're  a 
bloomin'  pair  of  love-birds." 

I  like  to  think  of  Phil,  don't  you?  I  like  to 
know  that  chaps  like  him  are  in  the  world.  He 
couldn't  Tight  the  Germans;  but  he  could  play 
the  man  by  a  dead  soldier. 

That's  a  little  bit  of  real  Hfe  to  help  you  along. 
Now  I'm  going  to  knock  oil  and  rest. 


XXXI 

London 

February  24.   1018 

I'M  not  spending  much  time  on  letter-writing  just 
at  present.  From  morning  till  night,  ju>t  as  I  did 
when  I  was  writing  "The  Glory  of  the  Trenches," 
I  shove  away  at  my  new  book.  I  am  most  an.xious 
to  get  it  creditably  fmished  and  soon.  The  weather 
is  getting  quite  ripping  for  the  Front  and  I'm 
keen  to  be  back  in  time  for  the  spring  olTensive. 

You'll  be  pleased  to  know  that,  under  my 
encouragenunt.  your  youngest  son  has  broken 
out  into  literature.     He  did  it  while  I  was  away 
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in  Franrc.  And  the  result  is  extraordinarily  fine. 
He's  mana.L'ed  to  llin^  tlie  si)irit  of  his  jol)  on 
paper  —  it  lives  and  ^ets  you.  \\\n-n  they  are 
asked  at  the  end  of  a  i)atro!  what  they  havi'  i)een 
doint'.  they  answer.  '' I'u>hini;  Water"  -so  lh.it 
he's  made  that  answer  lii^  title. 

When  I  took  the  manu^eript  to  W.,  he  saiil: 
''I'lUt  ha\-en't  you  another  hrntlur;*  What's  he 
(loiiii;:-'  Where's  his  manuscri[)t;-'  .Xnd  wh.it 
about  yt)ur  mother  and  sister  in  .\merie.i.  and 
your  sister  in  Holland?  Don't  tell  me  that 
they're  not  all  writin.^?" 

.\t  that  moment  I  felt  a  deep  .sympathy  for 
Solomon,  who  I'm  sure  mu>t  have  been  a  j)ul)- 
lisluT.  Onlv  a  publi-her  would  >ay  so  tiredly: 
"Of  makin,!,'  many  lionks  there  is  no  eml." 

On  Tuesday  another  beastly  birthday  is  due 
me  liut  I  -han't  say  an_\thin^  alxjul  it.  I 
shall  cfimmenre  m\-  new  lea>e  i>i  life  with  a  meat- 
card  in  my  hand  and  no  pro-peet  of  bein^'  really 
fully  fed  till  1  ,^et  back  to  France.  For  the  first 
time  I'n.Lrland  is  feeling  a  genuine  shortage.  She 
isn't  parti(iilarl\-  annoyed  at  beini^  rationed,  but 
the  worry  \ou  ha\e  o\er  findini:;  out  how  much 
vou  are  allowed  to  eat  and  where  and  when 
causes  peojiK'  .i  l:oO(1  deal  of  trouble.  My  own 
impres.sion  is  that  tlnTi'  is  plenty  of  food  in 
England  at  jjre-ent,  but  th.it  we  want  to  conserve 
it  in  order  to  be  able  to  lend  America  our  tonnage. 
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IjELOW  niy  window.  ;is  I  write  I  ( ,iii  hc.ir  the 
stirrin:,'  of  the  Strand.  XcwshoNs  ari-  i.dlinL'  tlu' 
lati^l  jJaptT-,  nic)tnr-h(irn^  hoot  an>l  tlir  niiiliuu 
ttct  of  Londiiii,  t-ac  h  pair  with  thiir  own  sc'j)aratL' 
story,  chaltiT  at:ain-t  t!i(.'  ji-ivcnicnt.  What  a 
worMI  How  do  Wf  i'\cr  '^vi  tired  of  livini,'! 
Evt-rv  day  tluTc  arc  new  faic.-.  I)rin;;in:r  ni-w 
alTeetions  and  adventure,  new  demand.s  for 
leiiderne.-s  and  -trenuth.  'Ilu^e  footsteps  wili 
go  on.  They  will  never  ;^'row  (juiet.  .\  thousand 
years  hence  tlu'y  will  clatter  along  the>t'  pave- 
ments through  the  miracle  of  recreation.  Why 
do  we  talk  of  death  and  old  age?  It  is  not  true 
that  we  terminate.  Even  in  this  world  the  river 
in  whose  movement  we  have  our  part,  still  goes 
on  --  the  river  of  (jpinion>.  of  elTort,  of  habitation. 
The  sound  of  us  dies  faint  up  the  road  to  the 
listener  who  stands  .-.ta titulary ;  hut  the  fact  that 
at  hist  lie  ceases  to  hear  u>  doe>  not  mean  that 
we  have  ceased  to  e\i--.t  only  that  we  ha\c 
gone  farther.  How  arbitrary  we  are  in  our  jjctty 
prejudices  against  immortality!  dod  hears  more 
distinctly  the  travellers  to  whom  men  have  (la^ed 
to  listen.  Xothing  Xo  me  is  more  certain  than  that 
we  go  on  and  on.  drawing  nearer  to  the  source  ot 
our  creation  through  the  ages.     Just  as  I  came 
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homi-  to  you  after  so  many  ri>ks.  such  sufTerinR. 
elation,    hloo(l..he.l.    >o    thn.u-li    the   unthinkable 
adventure  of  time  we  journey  home  to  our  Maker. 
(,(.in:4  out  of  si^-'ht  is  sa<i.  as  are  all  partin-s.      But 
1  cm  lirar  to  part  now  in  a  way  that  I  k.uM  not 
l)efore   I   -aw   the  heaven-  open   in   the  hnrror  ol 
war.      I  have  (ea-i'-l   to  he  afraid  of  the  unu'ues-- 
jihle.   and    better   still    I    have    lo-t    my   desire    to 
^ruess.      Not    to    stand    still        to    pre-s    onwards 
like  soldiers        that  is  all  that   is  re(iuired  of  us. 
1  have  heard  men  talk  about  world-orrows.  but 
if  you   traee   them   ba*k.  our  sorrows  are  all   for 
ourselves        they    are    a    personal    e(iuation.     To 
develope  one"s  lu-rsonality  in  thi-  remembering  of 
others  seems  to  me  to  be  the  only  road  to  hai)pi- 
ness.      All  this  talk        why?     Because  of  the  foot- 
steps beneath  my  window! 

The  leave  train  has  just  arrived  at  Charing 
Ooss  from  France.  It  steamed  across  the 
Thame-  with  the  men  singing  '"The  Land  where 
the  Bluebells  grow."  There  was  laughter  and 
longing  in  their  singing. 


XXXIII 


H.ATH 

McrJi  J4,   1 91 8 


HkRI".  I  am  with  Mr.  Lane,  spending  the  week- 
end. It's  a  wonderful  spring  Sunday  —  no  hint 
of   war   or   anything   but    llowers  and   sunshine. 
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All  Imur  ;ii;<)  I  halti'il  out-iMc  thf  n(nv?i)a[ior  otVn  c 
am!  rra<i  the  latot  ti'U-tzrams  of  tfu- j^rcal  (lornian 
otTrii-ivr.  It  M-ciiHil  like  thr  autumn  of  Kjij. 
rt'aditiLr  of  <itath  ami  not  bciii.LC  a  part  of  it. 
They'll  not  take  vtr_\-  lotii^  in  k'ttini;  nic  f,'cl  Iku  k 
to  my  l)att(ry  now.  Onr'--  curiou^lN-  cLroti-tiv 
I  feci,  if  onl\-  I  wrrc  out  there,  th.it  with  my 
little  hit  of  e.xtra  heip  evrrythini:  wouM  l^o  well. 
\'esler<la\'  we  went  to  a  tine  oM  Jaroliean  hou-e 
to  tea  the  kiml  ^A  hou-e  that  one  has  dreamt 
«if  poN-e-^ini;.  Theri'  were  hi.^h  elms  with  rooks 
cawin;^  and  L'reen  lawiH  with  immaculately  i^rav- 
elled  path>.  In-ide  there  were  hroktTi  landings  and 
rooms  with  little  >tairs  de>eending.  and  panellint,', 
anil  piitures  everything  for  which  one  use"!  to 
care.  The  late  Belgian  aml)assador  to  Kngland 
%\as  there  a  >ad.  courteous  man.  As  we 
walked  hack  with  him  to  Bath  along  the  canal, 
he  remarked  ca>ually  that  all  the  art-treasures 
in  his  chateau  out,>ide  of  Bru>sels  had  heen 
shipped  to  (iermany. 

We  spent  th(  afternoon  seeing  the  King's 
pictures  nio>tly  (iainsl)oroughs  which  h.ive 
l)een  brought  to  Hath  from  the  palace.  From 
here  we  went  to  tea  with  an  old  lady  who  rode  on 
her  lone.-ome  through  l'er>ia  many  years  ago  and 
consequently  lia>  gained  a  Lady  He-ter  Stanho[)e 
reputation  and.  what  is  more  important,  a  splendid 
selection    of     Eastern    carpets    and    siiverwork. 
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Ainr  thai  wc-  v.alkc<l  hem.'  l>y  way  ^.t  thr  trr-.'at 
ir.~..nt  wlii>li  Inriu^  thr  M.nr  in    Ih   S,hool  Jor 

An  n.hl  (lav  t..  .l>i<lL'f  in  Ix'twcen  rxinTii'n.  c-  .-t 
I.ur,>iHan  ua'r'  1  liavr  tupin-h  rnvMh'  awake  to 
um.mlHr  uh.at  i-^  hapiu-nin-  at  thi^  PH.nu-iU  m 
tl„.  rnmt  line  trm-hr^.  I'rol.ahly  within  a  Kw 
v.rek>  I  -hall  be  there  and  le.  lin^  very  n,u>  h 
mure  eonUnte.l  with  niy^ll  than  1  d"  n-.w. 
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Eric  i-  with  me  1  am  very  L'lad  tu  have  1 
fur  my  la>t  .lay-^  in  I".n,L:lan-l.  ai:.i  I  'lu  h-pe  that 
Kej.'jj:ie  may  u'et  lure  in  time  t..  mv  me.  He  s 
,,r.UTe<l  H)Uth  in  Iw..  week.-'  lime,  hut  I  may  he 
in  France  hy  then.  I  reiM.rl  at  Canadian  llead- 
,iuarler>  tumurruw.  and  will  j-ruhahly  !'«•  >enl 
straiuht  <luwn  tu  cair.i'.  ^^nd  iruni  there  t-  Franec 
within  two  week-. 

Have  vuu  Men  l.eneral  Curri.-  -lirrlnil  me^-aire 
to  the  C-ana<lian.-.  -ayin-  that  he  exj.e.  t^  them 
t,,  die  tu  a  man  ii,  hy  m.  .luin-.  they  ean  pii^h  the 
Huns  haek?  Thi-  >ummer  will  >ee  the  hi-iie-t 
(,l  all  the  hattUs.  I'm  wildly  exu"  d  and  lun-in- 
tu  t^et  hack.  Theredl  be  s..me  uf  the  uld  -lamuur 
about  thi.^  new  U-htin^  it's  all  in  the  upen. 
We-.c    got    away    from    trench    warfare    at    last. 
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The   br;i<t>   art-   all   oviT   tin-   country    which   wc 
f..u,L'hl     t-r     anM     haw     mapturrd     ~in>i>     i^i'). 
'Ihiy'vc    .1,-truy, -I     f-r    a    mo.iuI    linn-    all    thr 
riH-.-nvtrm  tioii  unrk  that  I  siw  in  thr  .l.-va^tatol 
areas.     I'm   wun<l.rint:  it  all  the  '/nU  -ot   ..ut   in 
time,     'llurr  wrrr  ^o  many  Ainrrican  ijirU  tlu-rr. 
Don't   yuu  (har  j-eopU-  pt  down  in  th.-  mouth 
when    I'm   a-ain   at    thr    Imnt.      It'-   where    I  ve 
wante.l    to   l.r   tor  a   iireat   many    month-     -ever 
vincf   1    reeovre^l       To  he  aMr  to  -o  h.irk   now, 
wht-n     there"-    really    -omethin-    'I'inu'.    i-    very 
llttin-.      I    ^houM    have    l.een    wa-tins^    my    time. 
perhaps,  -lurin-  the  inactivity  of  the  winter,  it  IM 
l)een  sitting'  in  (iu^-out-  when  I  mi^ht  have  heen 
writing'  "Out    to  Win,"     Hut   no  man.   whatever 
hi-  ca.pa.itie-.   i-  wa-tin^  hi-  time  in   li-htim:  at 
thi-  hour  of  cri-i-.      I've  heen  nuule  a-hame^l  by 
the  ex.  u-e-  I've  heani  put  up  for  variou-  quitters 
who  have  taken  l.oml.-proof  jol,-.      I'm  in  terror 
K-t    I    -houM    1>«'    lonfu-cil    with    -mh.      Heaven 
know.-.  I'm  no  fon^ier  of  killin-  '>r  "l  h.-in-  kille.l 
than    any   one   ehe.    hut    there    are    time-    when 
cvervtliii'iL'    dec;  nt    re-i.ond-    to    the    .lemand    of 
(kits'.     1  -luill  ;ih-olutely  he  immen-ely  h.ippy  to 
he  a  man  a-.iin,  takinu'  my  .  h.mc  ^.      I  know  that 
y,ui   will   he   L'la.l   for   me.      If   yoU   hadn't    known 
for   certain    that    T    wa-   ^roin-   hack,    you'd    have 
liven  makin-  e.\ouse>  for  me  in  your  heart-  durim? 
these  last  tivc  months.     Tapa'^  book  would  have 
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Imcii  an  anti-dimax  he  ini^ht  -till  hav.'  Inrn 
the  latlur  (it  a  -<iii  in  khaki,  liut  not  n|  a  -oMiiT. 
So  ^niilc  ami  hr  pr<niti.  Ami  uii.ilr\<  r  liappiii-. 
^'((  oil  licinir  l>r(iU(l  anil  -niiliriL'.  \<>\\r  'y>\>  is  to 
hct  an  cxainplr.  That'-  \-iur  ( (.ntrihiitinri  tnwar'U 
winnin;:  tlir  war. 

It'-  pa-t  midiiiirht.  and  I  ^'<>  to  camp  tMiiiurrow. 
I'll  let  ynii  ha\f  a  lahlr  wlitn  1  l".  to  tlu;  I'mnt  — 
^((  \t)U  nffiin  I  he  ni.r\ou.s. 


XXXV 

In   (  AMI',      I.S(a.AM) 

.\l>r^l  4.    lol^ 

I  COT  down  hire  la>(  ni-iit  and  rtportid  hack 
thi-  nioriiin.i:.  I  found  the  (iiiural  of  in>  l)ivi- 
sion  had  already  applied  for  me,  -o  I  am  i^'oini^ 
haik  to  my  oM  i>ri,u'ade  at  the  he-inning  of  tins 
weik  on  the  Sunday.  I  tliink.  'I'oday  is 
Wedne-dav.  m)  I  haven't  I'l-l  nuu  h  time  in  K^'ttin.t; 
into  a(tion.  Prohaldy  I  -hall  ,iro  up  to  London 
tomorrow  for  a  two  da\-'  lea\-e  and  mt-et  I'.rie. 
There's  ju-t  a  t  haiue  tliat  ReL^'jie  m.i}'  he  willi 
us  as  wall,  for  I've  -ent  him  a  telegram  to  -ay 
that  I'm  iroini^  to  I'ranee. 

And  now.  a-  you  ma\-  inia.^ine.  I  am  at  last 
happv  and  -elf  re.-peeting.  I'm  going  to  he  a 
part  of  tlie  game  again  and  not  a  [)reterK-e- 
>oldier.     What's  more,  I'm  going  10  go  >traight 
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int..  a  real  battle        tin-  l.i^'m-t  «'t  tin-  war.     It  ^ 
millv  -pli-n-li-l  aivl  I  l-rl  chiMishly  rlatnl. 

WVIl.    \\r    had    a    run    for    my    niunt-y    it"   aii\ 
null,    cvrr    had.     Thr    •^■.'"l    tini--    in     Kimlaml. 
IraiKV  and   Am.ri.a  will  Ik-  u-.rth  rrMirml.mnu 
when    I'm    a-ain    in    thf    tmhtin-.      1    M.i,tra>t    m 
„u-  mind  mv  i.r.-i'Mt  mo.,d  with  th.it  nf  tho  t.r^t 
tinu-  when   1  wmt  -ut        I  was  very  much  atraid 
tlu'n;      now     I'm     extraordinarily     happy.     I  vi- 
U'arnt  to  appnaatc-  tlir  privilrL'r  of  hd-i-  in  the 
^dory  and   thr  lu-oi^m.      Im   more-  plca-a-d   than 
if    l'   ha<l    won    a    dfcorati..n.    that    my    Coloml 
.l„,uld    have   asked    for    my    return    at    the    tirst 
possil.lc-    moment.      Il    l>rove>    to    me    something 
whi.  h  one  often  doubt>        that  I  really  -mi  ...mc 
^ood  out  there. 

Kcei>  v.mr  tails  up,  my  dear  ones,  and  don  t 
pt-t  worried.  This  line  is  only  t..>  let  you  know 
the  good  news. 


XXXVI 


London 
April  (),    nn^ 


I'M  the  happiest  person  in  London  to(iay  at  the 
thought  of  my  return.  This  is  quite  unreason- 
able, when  I  sit  .lown  to  eaUulat.-  the  certain 
discomfort  an<l  dan-er.  I  can't  explain  it.  unless 
it  is  that  only  by  being  .U  the  Front  can  I  feel 
that    1    am    living    honourably.     I've    been    self- 
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( (inli'mj^f  uou>  cvcrv  niinutc  that  I've  Ijcen  out 
(.f  thr  iiru'.  I  l^c^an  to  douht  mystlf  and  to 
wonilrr  whether  all  niy  [)rotL'Station-;  of  wantinii; 
to  ^'rt  l)ack.  Were  not  a  canioulLme  for  (dwardirc. 
I  can  proxc  to  m_\>elf  that  tluy  weren't  now. 
'■'The  ("anadian^  will  advanee  (jt  die  to  a  man" 
were  tlu'  word>  tliat  Cieneral  ("urrie  .sent  to  his 
troojjs.  I.-n't  it  nia:!;nilivent  to  he  ini  luded  in 
sui  h  a  thi\alrous  adventure!-'  I  don't  think 
you'll  ria<l  attout  tin-  Canadian^  retiring. 

\Vliate\'er  happens  I've  had  a  urand  nmiancc 
out  of  lifi'  there's  nothiiiL'  of  whieh  to  eomplain. 
I  owe  destiiiy  no  tirud^re.  The  world  has  been 
kiiul.  I  doii't  think  I  >hall  ^M  ki!K-<l;  I  neviT 
liave  thou^'ht  that.  lUit  if  I  am.  it  will  \t<-  as 
line  a.n  ending  to  a  full  day's  work  as  heart  couid 
<.k>ire. 

I  think  I'm  \ounL,'er  tlian  T  ever  was.  T  no 
U)nger  know  --atiety.  The  jolt  in  tront  of  mc 
tills  all  my  soul  and  mind.  I'm  going  to  [irove 
to  my-Llf  an<!  other.^  tliat  m\-  hooks  are  not  mere 
heroic  sentiment.  Cluing  out  a  >econd  time, 
de:-[iite  the  ch.mees  to  hang  hark,  will  give  a 
sincerity  to  what  I've  tjeeii  trying  to  sav  to 
Anuriea.  Heap-  of  [)eople  would  think  it  brutal 
to  want  so  much  to  go  where  men  are  being 
slaughtereil  but  it  isn't  the  slaughtering  that 
attract."-.  il'.>  lite  winning  of  the  ideal  tiial  calls  inc. 

C.  luus  command  of  my  battery  now.     He's  a 
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fine  chajx  "S'-ni  remember  how  lie  left  T.<>n;ii>n 
before  his  leave  was  up.  "  hecau-e  he  wante'l  to 
he  amoni:  men."  That's  the  hurt  he  is.  and  I 
admire  him. 


XXXVII 


Losnos 
April    14,    igiS 


Wf.'RE  sitting  tof^ethcr  in  the  little  Hat  at 
Batter>ea.  and  Reggie  is  with  us.  It's  Sunday 
afternoon.  Tomorrow  niornint,'  early  I  set  out 
for  France.  The  little  party  wanted  me  to 
sleep  here  tonii,'ht  so  that  they  eould  f^et  up 
about  si.x  .\.M.  and  see  me  off.  I  wouldn't  have 
that.  So  we're  Koin.Lj  to  say  ^ood  bye  comfort- 
ably tonight  and  the  boys  will  >leep  with  me  at  a 
hotel  just  out>idi-  the  station. 

^'ou  (an't  guess  how  .i,dad  I  am  at  the  thouglit 
of  going  back.  I  was  afraid  I  should  never  be  a 
fighting  man  again.  Now  that  Fm  once  more  to 
be  allowed  to  <lo  my  bit  I  feel  extraordinarily 
grateful.  I  have  the  silly  feeling  that  just  one 
more  man  might  make  all  the  difference  at  such 
a  cri.-is.  and  Fm  jealous  lest,  when  ,->o  many  are 
being  called  upon  for  an  exaggerated  di.^play  of 
heroi-m.  I  should  lose  my  chance.  I  know  now 
why  soldiers  sing  when  they  go  out  to  war  - 
thev're  so  pruud  that  they  have  been  chosen  for 
the  sacrifice. 
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'Vhv  boys  (.inn.-  down  to  cump  with  mc  and 
lived  near  to  the  lanip.  I  took  an  anti-gas 
defence  i  our^e  hefurc  re-joining  in  IVance. 
Friday  night  we  (ame  up  to  town  and  we've  had 
a  very  jolly  time. 

Well,  dear.-,  we've  liwii  a  l!;![>[iy  crowded  lit'e 
>ince  I  was  woiuvird.  and  we  \c  eai  h  one  of  us 
learnt  more  ahout  the  glory  of  tlii>  undertaking. 


XXXVIII 

rKANCK 

April   .1.    1  jiS 

J'\'I^  been  h.uk  at  the  I-'ront  -ix  days.  This  is 
the  lir^t  op]iortunit\-  I  ha\e  liad  to  write.  I  left 
Mngland  la-t  Mondaw  having  spent  Saturday 
and  Sunda}  in  London  with  tlu'  hoys.  Major 
II.  came  uj)  to  gi\e  me  a  seml-off  and  we  had  a 
virv  gav  timi-.  Saturday  evening,  after  dinner 
and  a  tlu-atre,  wi'  returned  lo  Hatter>ea  and  all 
f<)un<l  hed.s  in  one  or  other  of  the  llat.>.  On 
Sunday  evening  we  slept  at  a  hotel  next  to  the 
station  so  that  I  might  he  ,-^ure  of  ea.tehing  the 
earlv  morning  tr;un.  W'l'  managed  to  get  a  room 
with  tliree  \k-^\>  in  it.  and  so  kept  all  together  as  in 
the  old  ila}s.  H}'  5  A.M.  we  were  uj)  and  stirring. 
P.  and  L.  walked  in  on  us  as  we  were  having 
lireakfa>t.  and  S.  met  us  on  the  platform.  They 
all  seemed  (juite  assured  that  they  would  never, 
never    see    nie    atrain  —  which    makes    me    smile. 
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I  >uppo5c  they  all  had  visions  of  '^tav  waves  of 
Cjt-Tnians  (kluszinj^  our  infantry  hy  force  of  nmn- 
hers.  while  the  gunners  were  left  far  in  tront. 
trying  to  stem  the  tide.  That  is  what  we  all 
liope  for.  It"-  the  kimi  of  i  h;.nre  we  dream 
ahiiut;    iuit  it  ha.>n"t  liapjifiu-tl  >et. 

Mundav  afternoon  I  was  in  I'rance  and  >h'pt 
at  the  Ba>e  th.it  ni,L;ht.  Marly  Tuesday  i:  ornin^' 
I  was  on  the  mo\i'  aj^ain.  pa>.-^inL;  l\ed  Cro.NS 
traiiis  i).uked  with  woimded  an«l  trU(  k>  crammed 
with  ordnance.  I  couldn't  helj)  comparing  this 
return  to  the  Front  with  my  l"ir>t  trip  up.  Wi- 
had  a  good  time  jilaying  cards  and  recalling  the 
old  figiits  we  were  like  >ciiool-hoys  coming 
hack  for  the  holiday,-.  There  wa-n't  oiu-  of  us 
who  wasn't  wildly  e.xcited  at  the  thought  of  being 
a  part  of  the  game  again.  This  was  rather 
straniie.  if  vou  come  to  consiik-r  it,  lor  e.u  h  of  us 
had  been  wounded  at  least  once  and  knew  the 
worst  of  what  war  could  do  to  us  \ct  tear  was 
the  cmt  ''on  most  remote  from  us.  We  were 
t-imply  and  sheerly  glad  to  be  going  into  the  thick 
of  it;  our  great  fear  had  been  that  (;ur  hghting 
days  were  ended. 

]i\  2  P.M.  WO  were  (himped  out  at  a  town 
through  which  I  used  to  ride  hist  .-umnur.  Here 
\vc  had  to  report  to  liie  Provost  Marshal  for 
further  transport  order.-.  He  told  me  that  I 
should   have   to   go   to   the   Corps   Reinforcement 
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Camp. 
he  w.'is  ( 
escape 


I  didn't  intend  to  do  that,  so  waited  til 
■nua.-ied  on  the  i)hone  and  then  made  my 


'lak 


the    l)aL';-'ai:e    I    (ould    carry.    I 
Ileal  mv  wav  back  to  my  old  hattery  on  foot  and 


in    lorrie 


1 


\va- 


]nA 


cdinin 


'J.   into   tin 


waui'ii- 


line- 
mand 
of  th 


.lien     I     met     Major    C.     who    now    com- 


U-. 


I  think  he  had 


licen 


Idiich'  for  some 


(•    olM 


ace 


he   went   wild   with   'l«ii 


dit.      I 


had   a   ma.u'nifuent   welcome 
of  the  moment   he  made  me 


■har 


t:iT  ani 


I   took   me  u\)  to   th 


where    we 


arrived 


in    time 


h.i.k.  On  th.e  sinir 
;i  pri--cnt  of  hi>  own 
uns  with  him. 
iir    a    \'erv    late    tea. 


within  thirtv->ix 


hours 


.f  mv  le.ivin,:^  I'.n.uland. 


The  dav  after  that   I  went   forward  to  <lo  my 
4  hour  spell  at  the  observing  stat 


ion. 


saw  m 


more   li! 


V  t"irst  Hun  after  so  lonf 


in  a 


When   I 
h^nce,   I    felt 


umunng  him 


than 


trxinir  to  kill   him. 


Of  cour-e  I  had  to  do  the  latter,  .md  ha<l  a  very 
nice  little  strafe.  I  wrote  you  a  fine  long  letter 
u[^  there  am 
seiond  attempt. 


■>ome 


how   lost  it.     S( 


thi.- 


my 


Uon't    ect    nervou- 


about   me.     lAcrything   is 


(juite   a! 
holidav 


rmht    \siln   us   an( 


I'm 


liavim 


a   rca 


alter   nv 


feveri>h  liter.iry  spasms 


1 
But 


a  i( 


it  of  familiar  faces  are  absent. 
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XXXTX 

I  R.\Nrr 

April  ::.    lOiS 

\()V  would  hardly  hcliovc  our  pean'lul  state  of 
mind  uiiK--  you  could  <lrop  in  on  u-  l^r  an  hour. 
You.  in  .\nH-rica,  arc  cvi(k-ntly  very  worki-d  up 
about  us.  and  picture  us  as  in  desperate  conditi.ms. 
Don't  wcirry.  we've  j:*'^  '^^^  ^-^''^  ^'P  '^'i''  •"■^' 
hai)j)y  as  s  1-hoys.  There's  nothin.ti  of  the 
grin-dv  set  fa.es  about  our  attitude  such  as  you 
imau'ine.  We're  too  confident  to  be  lium;  war 
is  actu.dly.  from  our  jioint  of  view,  a  ^^ii^antic 
lark.  It  must  sound  silly  to  you.  I  know,  but  I 
love  to  hear  the  >creamin^  of  the  >hell>  in  the 
darkne.-s  and  the  baying  of  the  ^'uns.  It's  like 
a  pack  of  wolves  being  chased  through  the  night 
b\-  bloiidhounds. 

I  hadn't  been  back  two  days  bi'fore  tlu-y  got 
the  rumour  at  the  wagondines  that  I  was  wounded 
'  a  little  i)revious,  I  thought  it.  I  call  that 
wi-hing  a  blighty  on  me. 

I've  ju-t  come  l)ack  from  a  trij)  acro>s  one  of 
(,ur  old  tKittle-helds.  We're  in  the  Hun  support- 
trenches,  behind  us  is  his  Frontdine.  then  No 
Man's  Lanil  with  its  craters  and  graves,  and 
behind  that  the  Frontdine  from  which  we  jumped 
off.  You  can  trace  everything  plainly  and 
follow  the  entire  attack  by  the  broken  wire 
and    blowndn    dug-outs.     We're    still    tilled    with 
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amused    c.ntrmrt    f.-r  ihc   Hun  on  our  part  of 

the  I'ronl. 

We  were  dix  u^-ins:  chaplain-^  the  nilur  <lay  — 
thr  wav  M.nu'  oi  th.m  have  tailrd  iH  in  thi^  war. 
Our  (,t"thcnHKvr>t.>i<la-tory..f  Crannir  M..  one 
,,1    niir    I'ir^l    DiviMon   niajor>.      A   chaplain,   who 
nrv.T    went    lurthi-r    tlian    thr    wa-nn-Iint-.    was 
alway-    savin;^    how    nnu  h    he'd    Hkf    to    see    the 
l-r,,n't.     (.rannic   talU'd    his   bhifl    and    took    him 
f(,r  a   tri])  into  onr  of   the  warnn-t    >pot-;.     The 
(■hai)lain  kept  dodu'in- and  croiu  hini^  cwry  time  a 
shell    tVll    within    a    hundred    yard^.      I'-.u  h    time 
Crannie,  standin-  (luirtly  silmt.  waited  for  him 
t.)   u'et    up  and    renew    the  journey.      At    la^t   the 
chaplain   tlopin-i  into  a   <helldiole  and   refused  to 
come  out.     (irannie.  who  i.  a  h'vA  '"-i"  ^'"'J  ^^'^■^^ 
ovtT  >i.\   toot,  irrinncd  <lown  at   him  di-pi-in'^dy. 
'•Priist,"  he  said,  "it    I  thought    I    had   hall    the 
pull  with  ("hriri  that  y-m  say  you  have-,  nut  all  the 
shell-  in  I'ranee  wniild  make  me  lie  as  llat  a>  that. 
Later   another    chaplain    came    to    that    l.ri-ade. 
No   one    would    luvc   him   huu^e-rooni.      He   went 
i)\i  and  slept  where  he  could;    he  never  came  near 
the    otVuers.    but    he    haunted    the    men    at    the 
forward  -uns.     When  the  hri.^ade  moved  "lUt  to 
another    sector     lu     procured    an    old    >kate   of    a 
horse  and  trailed  aloni;  at  the  rear  ..1  the  line  of 
march  like  a  hun^TV  do.i;.     The  new  I'ront  proye.l 
to  be  a  warm  one;    there  were  m.my  ca-ualties, 
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but  the  thaplain  was  alway-^  <>n  li:>  j.'I),  r^pr;ial!y 
when  the  .--lu'lls  wiTc  lallin^'.  I"r"in  sonuwluTc 
he  gilt  the  nmiu'y  to  start  a  canteen  for  the  nun. 
\vhi(h  lie  ran  liinir-eh".  When  no  one  eUe  haii 
c-ii,'arctte>.  he  eouM  Mipi^ly  tlieni.  At  la-t  I'ven 
the  otriter-  h.ul  to  eonie  to  him.  ile  lini-he>l  up 
1)V  l)ein<,'  the  nio>t  popular  (  hapl.iin  thi'  l)rii:.nK'  lia<l 
ever  iuul.  honored  tty  everyone  from  the  ioImiu'! 
down.  There  are  your  two  types  of  army  *  haj)- 
hiin.^:  the  one  who  play-  the  ,u'ame;  the  other 
who  i>-ue-.  >ea.M)n  tieket-  to  heaven,  Init  i>  .ifraid 
of  tr;i\elling  on  ihem  him.-elf. 

^L  lK.\\<-r. 

April    :').    pjiS 

It  is  now  over  a  week  -inee  I  have  been  hai  k 
with  my  battery  ami  it  .Mn-m.>  as  thouu'h  all  thai 
lri[>  alon.L:  the  .\merie.in  line  ami  the'  ru>h  hack 
to  New  York  ha.l  never  liappeiied.  I'm  .Mtlin>,' 
in  a  little  '  hou-e'"  in  a  deep  »  halk  trench.  '1  he 
hou>e  is  made  of  half-einKs  of  lorruuMt-d  iron; 
there's  an  anti-t:as  blanket  han-ini;  at  one  end 
and  at  the  other  a  window  mad.-  ol  oiled  lalieo. 
Up  one  corner  are  the  map>,  >cales  and  oilue 
jiapers;  pinned  on  boards  i->  a  fuur-foot  map  of 
the  entire  I•:n-li^h  front.  My  sleepin.i;  ba-  i.-. 
stretched  on  an  old  French  -i»rin^-mattre.-~s, 
which  was  brought  here  sometime  ago  by  the 
Huns.     From  the  walls  hang  a  higglely  i.i-glety 
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(,f  trcnili  (oat-;.  i»rrcrh(>,  tunic-,  'ilii-  i>  the 
platx-  in  whi' h  wr  work  out  (.ur  ran-o.  play 
tanls.  have  "ur  nuaN  and  rot  when  we're  l)ack 
from  'loiiiL;  forwar^l  work. 

^■ou  (an  walk  for  milc^  where  we  are  without 
ever  heiii.i:  --eeii.  if  you  follow  the  vari'ius  •^y.-tems 
of  Ilun  aii<l    r.riti-h  treat  lie>.  for  we're  i-lunih  in 
the  heart    I'f  an   <-\<\  hattle-tuM.     'I'hf  only  land- 
marks left   to  ;:uiile  one  are  the  er.iter>  a-  hi'.:  as 
(tnirilies        riHords     vif     mines     tliat     ha\e     been 
siirui^;^       anil    little    row>    of    lonel\-    ;jra\-<'-.     At 
nii'ht   win  n   the  moon  i-  up.  thi-  eountrx'  creates 
the   (uriou-   ^'hosily    illu-ion   of   hein.u'  an    endless 
alkali    de-ert.    heaieii    into    l)illow>   hy    the    wind. 
The   >hells   .-o   diriekin-   oVit   it   and    wreaths   of 
nii>t     waiKler    here    and     there     like    phantoms. 
De-truetion    can    create    a    t(  rrihle    pretence   and 
(aricature    of    beauty.      T    wish    you    mi.L'ht    visit 
sui  h    a.   place   ju-t    once   so  as   to   ;:et   an    idea   ot 
uhere  our  lives  are  spent. 

\'our  letters  apropos  of  the  lale-t  (lerman 
(lf!l■n^i\•e  hrin^  home  to  me  very  vividly  the 
emotional  terror  v.hich  war  excites  in  the  minds 
of  ( i\ilians.  \i^u  picture  us  as  standing  with  our 
liacks  to  the  wall,  desperately  pu-hinij;  death 
from  off  our  breasts  with  naki'd  hands.  The 
truth  i.s  so  immen.-ely  ditlercnt.  We're  havint:  a 
thoroughlv  bang-up  time,  and  we're  as  amused 
bv   the   Hun  as  ever.     He   may   force   us   to   fall 
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bark;  but  whiU-  wc  fall  bat  k  we  l.iuirh  at  him. 
That  i>  the  .ittitiulc  iji  i'\tr\-  Hriti-h  -uMiL-r  ih.il 
I've  nut.  We're  a^  li'M'Py  ■'"''  uiUdnierned  a> 
chiMren.  'rheri'>  oiu'  (hap  here  who'-,  typiial  "f 
l}ii>  >j>irit  of  inatiii},'  war  a>  an  iiiimeii-ely  >pi)rtini^ 
fveiit.  IIe'>  the  raidini;  olVacr  nf  a  certain 
batt.iiicn.  arvl  i^  kn«iw!i  .i^  ■■b.iltlin;.;  lUnwn" 
though  Hmu  n  i>  iKit  hi,>  rial  name.  He  ha- a  little 
Company  of  hi>  own,  eon--i.^tim^  of  >eventy  men. 
He's  been  in  over  a  huiulred  raiil.-,  on  the  llun 
I'ront-line  and  lias  only  hail  two  of  his  men  kille.l 
in  a  \ear.  A  >hort  while  a;;o  he  went  aero-,.^  with 
his  raiders  and  ea[)ture<l  three  dermans;  oti  the 
rttiirn  journev  aero-s  \'o  Man'.-^  Land  .^omethim; 
hapj)ened,  anil  he  lined  up  h\>  jiri-oner.-,  and  ^hot 
them.  He  h  d  hi.-,  nun  .--afel}"  back  to  our  lim--. 
and  then  set  out  again  alone  on  a  private  excur- 
sion into  the  Boche  territory.  By  dawn  he  once 
more  returned.  brim^inL;  back  four  pri--oners 
sin,L;le-han(led.  ^'ou  mi^^ht  picture  such  a  man 
as  a  kind  uf  Heriules,  hut  he  i-n't.  He'>  thin, 
and  tall,  and  fair,  and  higli-slr^..ig.  Hi.-,  age,  1 
should  gue.-s.  is  about   twenty-two. 

I'ar  av.ay  in  the  di.--tani  c  I  can  liear  the  jiipers 
j-»la\'ing.  It  always  make-,  me  I'n'nk  of  Loch 
Lomond  and  when  we  were  little  tads.  How 
green  and  cjuiet  and  cod    tho>e     lays   seem    now 

the  long  ridei  across  the  moors  and  down   the 
glens,    the    bathing    in    little    mountain    streams, 
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tlir    walks    in    the   -:fi    twili-ht^.      Thcrt.'   an>    so 
mail}-  li.ippy  mciiiorir-^  I   lia\f  to  thank  yfj  fnr. 
^■(IU  w.Tc  vrry  wIm- ati<l  ^'rntr.iu- in  the  way  yuu 
I.lannc<i  my  diiMlion,!.      I'm  1<- tlian  a  lnrtnii:ht 
hack  at   tlic   r'rnnt.   hut    I'm   alrca<ly   falling'  into 
the   olii    lialiit    "I     hai)|>y    ntro~p(.t.     We    ilon'i 
live   licrc    really       Our    -ouN   ar.-    in    IVanc   only 
lor    hrirf    ami    .i'loriou>    anM    intrn-c    intrrxal- 
(lurini;  the  monunt-  of  attaik  aii'l  rc]iul-r.       Ihr 
rv>\  oi   till'  timr  wt'n-  away  in   the  •^'n-cn  valleys 
(,f  rem.ml)ere<l   pkues,   wateliin-  tlie   i;!io>t>  who 
are  the  >hai!ow--  of  what  we  were. 

Mv  i^Toom  i-^  a  boy  name<l  (iilpin.  'Hie  name 
ha>  proveil  hi>  downfall.  He  galloped  my  h^r^e 
on  the  hard  road  the  oiher  ^dv.  whi<  h  i>  for!iid<len. 
A  (..lonel  eaiiLdit  him  ,i:oim;  lull  tilt,  ^t  ,pprd  him 
and  took  lii-  name.  Wlien  the  M'veritie-  seemed 
ended  this  innotent  youn*.'  party  a,-ked  the 
colonel  to  hold  hi-  hor>e  while  he  mounted  — 
so  now  he's  up  on  an  e.xtra  iharu'e  of  in.-olenee. 
Armv  (li>eipline  i^  in  many  ways  >illy  and  old- 
maidi>h.  Here's  a  chap  who's  faithful,  well- 
eondueteu  and  hone-t.  He's  likely  to  net  a 
heavier  puni-hnunt  for  askin.^  a  .superior  otncer 
to  hold  his  horse  lluin  if  he'd  been  drunk  and 
uproarious. 
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I  RAN"<T. 

April   .-S,    i,,iH 

IT'S  funny  to  rciall  all  thr  .lituri'iit  ^r.ivc-yanls 
anioni,'  the  .-lu!l-liulf,->  that  I'm-  It.irnt  to  call 
honu'.  OiKc  life  was  so  di^'nitcly  fo(U>sc<l 
much  too  (Ifiiniti!)-  for  my  patitiu  c-.  It  sn-nu-d 
a-  tliouirh  I  \va>  rooted  and  plantctl  tor  all  eternity. 
It  nc'\-er  -eemed  to  me  then  that  I  >hould  ever 
t'lnd  the  >aerit"ieial  o[)j)ortunity  or  he  ■^tirred  to 
a!i\-  prophetic  e.\a!tation>.  Il"s  \vonderl"ul  the 
\va\-  the  anu'el  of  I)eath.  a>  di.-eovereil  in  war,  e.m 
^dve  one  vi-ions  of  limille>s  nol)ilitie>,  eaeh  one 
of  which  i>  attainahle  and  acce>-ihle. 

I'm  hy  my>elf  at  the  Battery.  It's  late  after- 
noon, and  a  thunderstorm  i>  brewing.  The  room 
i-  dark  (I  mean  the  dug-ouis  I  feel  as  thouL^h  it 
wen-  Xovemlier  in-tead  of  April.  What  a  (juecr 
life  this  is.  In  one  way  I  have  not  had  so  much 
idlene^^  >ince  I  was  in  ho>pital  t}i>  ;i  conie>  a 
l)ursl  of  phy>icalstrenuo>ityuut  of  all  proportion  to 
one's  strength.  Things  happen  liy  tUs  and  .start.-., 
you  never  know  what  i>  going  to  happen  ne.\t. 

It's  intensely  still.  The  stillness  is  made  more 
noticeable  by  the  booming  of  an  occa^ional  gun. 

The  whole  hope  and  talk  of  our  cha[-)S  is  the 
Americans  —  what  they're  going  to  do,  when 
they're  going  to  start  doing  it.  and  what  kind  of 
a    morale    thev    will    have.     1    hear    the    wildest 
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ruinniir-.  nf  the  minilur-.  tluy  li;ivf  in  I"r;in(C  - 
rum.'ur^  whi.  li  I  know  to  1m-  untnir  mihc  my 
toiir  .ilniiu'  llir  Atiurii.in  line-.  \"U  will  K.ivi- 
n.i'I  till  luanuM  ripl  .>|  •'Out  t<.  W  in"  1<U'A  lufori- 
ihl.  l.lUr  r..u  lir>  \uu.  I  won.l.  r  v.li.il  \  mu  all 
think  (if  it  am!  ulirthir  \>>n  like  it.  It  uas 
written  in  a  l.natiilf-.  rai  in^  >ort  <.:  la^lnun. 
I  sat  at  it  tmm  morning'  till  Ki-t  tliini:  at  ni-ht. 
All  ni_\  (li-irf  wa-  tn  <1<)  my  <luly  a-  n-^anl-  the 
Ani.riian>  aii'l  llun  to  i^*t  <aii  lure  l.<  lur<'  the 
l.i-  ~li(.\v  >tarltMk  I  mana.ircl  thin,:;-  ju-t  in 
tinu.  I  ilon'l  nnunilirr  nun  h  el  uliat  I  '.vrotc 
—  unK'  a  [liitniT  "1  iJonirinu'  ami  .unithrr  <>{ 
i:\ian  aii.l  N.mcy.  I  li"i"-'  it  ^'•a^  a^  -<i>.il  as 
yuu  ixpic  tnh 

Thrrr  air  thing's  one  livis  tlirwu-h  and  -iis 
now  whiili  Mi-ni  or<linary.  tmt  whi*  h  t..  lutun- 
ai;(_'S  will  ii.uurc  a-  stuprmluu-.  It  hir-  can  iviunl 
thiin  now  in  ju-l  that  -piril  ol  ..rdinarino^  whicli 
«nn-titntr>  tluir  nal  won.kr.  tli.\  will  tdgclhcr 
>/\w  an  acturatc  i)urtrail  ui"  Arniagoldun.  My 
nine  ninnth.N  out  ul  ihc'  line  hrtraii  lu  ^ivc  iw  a 
liltlr  jxT-initive  I  lxi;an  U>  --ee  the  awlul 
niarvellonsne>=  »)l  M'nie  oi  the  beenr>  that  I  liad 
lived  through.  Now.  like  the  nii-l  whiili  I  .-ee 
lianuini;  above  the  ilun  I'ronl-line,  a  eurtain  >■! 
nornialiiy  i>  hlottin-  oul  the  -harp  abnornuil 
t(l,ge>  of  my  Uin(l>tape. 

Tliis  war.  at   the  distance  whidi  remove^  you 
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frnni  il,  mu.>t  seem  ;i  filthy  and  l.nital  kiivl  «if 
ganu-.  It  i-  all  of  that.  Hut  it'>  mnro  tlian 
that.  The  game  was  not  of  our  invcntin;^ 
it  was  thru>t  on  us.  W'v  art-  n^t  rcsi)on^il)l'-  f^r 
the  KMnic;  but  we  are  rt'-pon.^il'K'  t"i'  the  >[>irit 
in  whi*h  wi-  play  it.  Tlu-  I'lm-,  iK-ar,  viMonary 
attituik-  of  our  tliaps  redeems  for  u.i  the  hormr 
and  [)atlio^  of  the  undertaking. 

It  will  be  towards  the  end  of  May  when  thi^ 
arrives  and  you'll  be  otT  to  tlu-  l.ike>  and  the 
mountains.  I  wonder  where.  I  .>ui>po>r  well 
slill  be  pluL'dng  along,  sending  death  over  into 
I'ritzie'a    lines   and    receiving    il    back. 
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Hr.RI".  I  am  up  forward  again  on  my  shift.  Tin 
silling  in  a  hole  >unk  beneath  the  li\el  i^f  the 
•T'.und  with  a  slit  that  iu^t  peep-,  out  arro^>  the 
dan.le!ion->  to  the  Hun  Fronl  line.  Irum  lure  I 
(an  eateh  any  movement  in  the  enemy  batk- 
eountry  without  being  seen  my^elf.  Helow  my 
O.P.  there  i>  a  deep  dug-out  to  >vhiih  I  can  retire 
in  the  (vrnt  of  enemy  shelling;  if  on.-  e.\il  get^. 
blown  in,  tlu-re's  a  second  from  whi*  h  I  can  make 
good  my  escape.  On  each  fre>h  lri[)  to  thi-, 
place  I  hnd  a  new  gem  of  lileralure  lefl  behind 
bv  one  or  (»ther  <'f  the  telephi«ni-ls.      La>l   time 
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il  \\\is  ;i  pri.xkss  kitchen  mastLTjiieco  by  Charles 
(kirvice.  etuitlrd  " 'l"he  'I'riumjjhant  Lover;""  lliis 
time  il"s  an  cxc  re(Hngly  purple  elTurl  h\-  \'ii  toria 
(■rns>,  entitled  ""  r"tve  Xighls."  So  \-.)U  >eL  I  do 
not  .lUow  my  interest  in  matters  inlelleetual  to 
rust. 

'I'here  are  many  things  of  IntereMl  that  I  sliould 
like  to  tell  vou.  hul  the  eon>Liou.>niss  that  the 
(  en-^or  is  forever  at  nn'  elliow  prevents.  Did  I 
e\er  tell  \ou  the  story  of  the  tensor,  wh.om  I  met 
on  the  train  from  Houlogue.  whm  I  \va>  return- 
ing to  the  line  in  Januar\-.  i<;'7-  If  ^  happened 
to  tell  it  to  vou,  the  gentlenum  who  unin\ited 
>h:irts  all  mv  letter^  with  you  hasn't  hrard  it,  and 
i"in  surt'  hi>  ( uri<  ily  mu>t  he  prit  ked  1)\'  l!u> 
time        >o   here   goe>. 

It  \va>  aftir  that  sjilendid  lea\e  in  London, 
whii  h  \du  ( :inie  o\it  from  Ameriea  to  -hare 
with  ine.  The  tr.un  from  iMiuJogiic  lo  the  I'roiit 
\va.^  the  u--i;al  draught}'  affair,  half  the  windows 
out,  no  hc.iting  sy>ti'm.  no  niean^  of  grtling  an\  - 
thing  to  eat  for  goodiir->  know-,  liow  man\'  hour>. 
I  pieked  out  the  least  di>reputalde  carriage  and 
found  that  a  Ciunner  folonel  wa^  snugglrd  up 
in  one  lorner  and  a  pile  of  rug>,  iiiilow>,  hot  watrr 
hotth"-,  tMtahle^.  ele.,  in  anotluT.  Ju>t  a>  the 
train  w.is  starting  the  owner  of  all  the>e  e!lemi- 
nate  luxuriiN  hopped  in  and  eonnueiued  to  make 
hiniM'lf    (cmfortahle.      He    wa>    nearer    uiiv    tlian 
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forty.  His  nose  was  iiitlamed  and  heavily  veined, 
either  from  drink,  dy>i)epsia  or  both.  His  rank 
\va>  that  of  a  lieutenant.  His  social  grade  that 
of  a  post-office  assistant,  I  should  fancy.  His 
uniform  fitted  abtmiinably  and  his  appearance 
was  as  unsoldierly  as  can  well  be  imagined.  He 
looked  like  a  loosediving  spider. 

We  hadn't  been  moving  very  long,  when  he 
started  to  unwrap  his  packages  and  to  gorge  him- 
self. He  eat  steadily  like  one  whose  life  depended 
on  it.  The  Colonel  and  I  had  forgotten  to  bring 
anvthing,  so  we  had  the  joy  of  watching. 

In   our   (hilly   misery   we   became   human   and 
l)egan   to  talk.     The  conversaiion  became  remi- 
niscent of  the  numerous  offensives.     The  slo[>py 
lirutenant  with   the  drooping  walrus  moustaches 
who   sat   opposite   to   Us,   persistently   laid   claim 
to  a   more   thorough   knowledge  ol    attacks   that 
we  had  been  in  than  we  did  ourselves.     He  I)U/.- 
zleil   us;    we  couldn't  picture  him    a>   a    comba- 
tant.     Quite   haphazard    one  t)f   us       I   think    it 
was  the  Colonel  -    commenced   to  damn  ceti-ors 
as  chaps  who  sat  safely  behind  the  lin^s  and  spied 
on  fighting-mcn's  private  affairs.     The  lieutenant 
became  vcrv  hot  in  the  censors'  d.  fence.     He  tried 
to  pi-ove  the  necessity  for  them  by  (quoting  the 
case  of   a   lieutenant    named    X..   who    had    sent 
back    captured    aeroplane   {.hotv.s   to   his   friends. 
I  hapi)ened   to  know  X.  and   tli.it   he  was  going 
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to  be  tried  by  court-martial  for  his  indiscretion, 
so  grew  loud  in  proclaiming  my  contempt  for 
tile  fellow  safely  behind  the  lines  who  had  caught 
him.  We  were  particularly  annoyed  becau.->e  X. 
was  .1  pkn  ky  soldier. 

Our  friend  in  the  corner  took  my  remarks  ex- 
tremely piTsonally.  To  >how  his  resentment  of 
me,  he  puintedl}'  offered  the  Cilonel  some  of  his 
fodder.  At  last  lie  said  very  haughtily,  "It  may 
interest  \  ou  to  know  that  I  am  the  censor  and 
um  at  present  going  up  the  line  to  give  cvi<ience 
against  Lieutenant  X.  at  his  trial."  Just  at 
that  nioiiien"  the  train  stopped  ;  ♦  a  station.  He 
Ijlinked  through  the  window  with  lii:^  short- 
sighted eyes,  tr\ing  to  read  the  name.  "This 
ih  M.,  I  think,"  he  said;  "if  it  is,  we  stop  here 
ten  minutes  and  get  tinu-  to  stretch  our  legs." 

I  looked  out  of  the  win<low  helpfull}-.  "It  is 
M.,"  I  told  liim.  It  wasn't.  lie  g(;t  out  and 
commenced  to  walk  up  the  platform.  .Mmost 
immediately  the  train  started  to  pull  out.  He 
made  a  wild  crab-wisi'  dash  for  tlu'  carriage-door, 
but  the  C"olonel  and  1  were  hanging  to  it  on  the 
insidi'.  When  we  wiTe  safely  on  our  journey,  we 
.shared  uj)  his  pillows,  rugs,  hot-water  bottks 
and  eatables  between  us.  and  had  a  compara- 
tively pleasant  journey.  Tor  once  we  thanked 
Ciod  lor  the  censor. 

It's  tea-time  at  home.     \'ou've  probably  come 
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ill  froTn  ;i  walk  ami  arc  smoking  a  cigar  at  the 
family  (lak-tal)k'.     I  wish  I  could  ])iip  in  on  you. 

( ),  our  latot  cx(  itcmcnt  '  W'c  ri'cci\t(l  our 
new  gramophone  last  night  with  about  thirty  of 
thr  latest  records! 

\'ou'll  hv  glad  to  know  that  I  now  have  my  oI<l 
batman  back.  Hi's  the  man  who  took  me  out 
when  I  was  wounded  and  was  so  tender  to  me 
on  the  way  to  the  hosj)ital.  Thiit  memory  of  his 
tenderne>>  i.>  rather  embarrassing,  for  I  can't 
bring  m\'>elf  to  strafe  him  the  wav  I  ought  to. 
I  can  always  see  the  fellow's  concern  when  he 
thought  »  ,at  I  was  done  for.  Now  that  he's  got 
m?  baciv  he  acts  as  th  lUgh  I  were  still  a  \ery 
weak  and  indiscreet  jierson  who  had  to  be  (oaxed 
and  managed.  T  have  the  feeling  in  his  j^resence 
of  being  perpetual!}-  in  pyjamas  ami  in  bed.  He 
has  the  advantage  of  me.  to  put  it  in  a  nutshell. 
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^fuy  3.  iQiS 
IT'S  early  morning.  I'm  still  sitting  in  the  little 
dug-out  with  the  slit  that  looks  towards  the 
Hun  front  line.  lC\'erything  but  the  immediate 
foreground  is  blanketed  in  heavy  mist  at  pres- 
ent. I  can  hear  bombing  going  on  somewhere  — 
but  I  can  also  hear  a  lark  singing  near  to  the  sun, 
high  overhead.  The  clumps  of  dandelions  are 
still    sleeping.      They    haven't    opened  —  they're 
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^Tirii  instead  of  ytlhnv.  Tic  ^'ni-,^  >i)arklc>  with 
little  (lr"|)>  (if  (lew,  more  Ijrautil'u!  th.ui  the  most 
i(i>tiv  (ii.iniDnd--.  With  tlir  lir>t  of  the  iI.lwii  I 
rtM'l  a  slorv  li\'  Tol^tui;  .--iiu  c  tlu/n  I'vr  hLcn 
hiltiii,^  thinking  ihiiikiiig  nf  \iiu  and  nt  the 
^UfpiiiL;  hi'U^f  in  Newark,  wliii  h  will  mkhi  kc 
disturbed  ky  r,qia\  kalh-watiT  running,  if  he 
still  rises  I'arls  ;  and  thiiikin,!;  hnw  strange  it  i.-, 
tlial  I  shi.uki  ke  lurt'  in  the  ,L^reate-t  war  in  hi>- 
tiiry.  W'l'  ]ilanni-d  to  do  .>n(  h  diifereiit  ;hinL;s 
with  our  l'\e-..  M\'  lirst  dream  w;t>  to  lu-uinie 
cxtrenuK  wi-^e.  At  ()\fortl  there  seeiia-d  no  limit 
to  the  amount  of  knowledge  I  lould  au.uire;  it 
sei'inid  only  a  matter  of  ji.itienee  and,  per>e\er- 
anee.  Then  that  dream  went,  and  1  wantt'd  to 
saw  the  world.  I'm  afraid  one  has  to  ke  a  little 
aristoeratie  towards  the  world  kelore  he  (an 
(■(imei\e  of  himself  as  eapaku'  ol  sL\ing  it  or  of 
the  world  as  requiring  s,i\ing.  'I  he  aristoi  ratio 
toucli  grew  on  me  and  I  (U'lided  to  do  my  sa\ing 
not  kv  touching  neojile,  Imt  k\'  writing  poetry 
for  the  few  who  would  understand.  It  wasn't 
half  sueh  good  poetry  .is  I  thought  it  was  at  the 
time  and  it  ne\er  could  ha\e  rt-made  anything. 
I  *isap|>ointed  in  that  and  kieause  I  had  now 
committed  mxself  to  a  literary  way  ot  lite,  I  took 
to  writing  novtls,  whicli  nokody  wanted  to  [luk- 
lish,  re;i(i  or  ku\.  '1  hen,  kecause  I  liad  to  li\e 
somehow,   1   entered  into  the  commercial  end  of 
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I)ublishing.  There  was  always  ihe  shadow  of  a 
(inain  which  I  {)ursuf(l  even  then  in  in>-  si)are 
hour>;  il  wa>  the  '-eani  that  >a\c<l  u\v  ami  led 
nie  on  to  write  "'ihe  (iarden  Williout  WalU." 
HuL  the  >hadow  wa>  growing  fainter  when  thi,^ 
war  eonmu'iieed.  And  here  I  .iin.  human  at  la^t, 
all  tout  h  of  f.dse  arisloi  raey  goiu-,  peeping  out 
aer(;>s  the  gra--^  wet  with  the  dew  ol  May.  he- 
neath  whii  h  lie  .le  tuninion  ( Ia_\'  heroe>  who 
ha\e  died  for  denioeracy.  How  noi^i'U'>>ly  lhe--i' 
men  gave  Mj)  their  li\e^  and  with  how  little  eoi> 
siiou.-ne>s  of  si  If-apnreeiation.  They  ratlu  r  [ait 
us  to  .ihanie  we  pri\ikg'd  dawdler^  in  our 
haunted  minds.  They  reeogm'sed  the  one  straight 
thing  'o  do  when  the  opportunity  [)resented  il.-^elt; 
they  did  it  >wiftly  and  unrea->oningl\-  with  their 
might.  They  didn't  write  about  what  liiev  did; 
for  them  the  doing  was  >ulfieient.  I  think  I  -hall 
ahva\s  he  a  humble  man  after  sui  h  iom{)anion- 
shij).  if  I  surxive.  I  >ee  life  in  ((iuragc>'i^  \i>ta-i 
of  a(  tions  now;  formerly  1  was  like  llandet  I 
thought  m_\-elf  into  a  green  >itkne>>.  .M.irriage 
and  ihildren,  a  home  and  f.unily  lo\e  are  the 
be-t  that  any  one  ear.  e.xtrat  t  from  life.  There 
ha\e  been  }ears  when   I  di.n't    like   my   kind. 

Out  of  the  many  things  that  have  i  ome  to  me 
in  the  [)a^t  si.x  months  1  am  partii  ularl>-  glad  of 
little  Tinker's  frienilship --  I'.'s  baby.  She'>  not 
two  \el,  but  we  were  real  pais,     bhe  would  ne\er 
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^. I  til  ^lrcf>  until  I  li.ui  kis>c(l  her  in  lur  cot 
"  (inod-nii^ht."  I'"irsl  thin-^  in  ihr  innrniiiLi;  she 
Wdulil  \n-  \)(Mi\v  my  l)cii.  lugi^in.L;  at  thr  diLhcs 
ami  (irflcriiiL:;  ini'  to  "I)cl  up."  Since  I've  t)t-en 
eonc  tIit\-'\L  had  to  rinj;  the  lull  am!  pretend 
tliat  I'm  ju>t  entcrin,:^  the  hall,  so  that  they  may 
make  her  .^o  to  sK-ep  contented.  Win  i^  they 
ask  her,  '"  W'licrc's  ("on?""  .she  rea»  hc^  up  to  the 
wind'  ■  and  pio'nt>.  '"n'Tn  walk  in  i)ark,"  she 
sa\s.  'l'\\v\-  talk  about  the  lo\'e  of  a  woman  kei'[>- 
in.L!;  a  man  str.ii^ht.  hut  I  don't  think  it"s  to  Ijc 
(uniiKirrd  with  the  love  of  a  little  child.  "\'ou 
can't    lie  to   them. 

The-  sharp  rat-a-tat  of  tin-  mai  hine-_L;uns  has 
started;  hut  the  mist  i^  too  thi(k  fur  nit-  to  see 
what  i^  happening  .  It's  nothin.j;;  it's  died 
down. 

In  an  hour  I  shall  lie  reliexcd.  and  sh.dl  return 
to  the  .uuns  ami  [lo-^t  this  letter.  It  will  reach 
\-ou  when?  Sometime  in  June.  I  expect,  when 
till  summer  is  real!}'  c-onie  and.  you're  wearing 
\our  cocil  drc-sses.  I  (an  see  ye.u  going  out  in 
tlie  early  morning  to  do  your  shopping. 


XLIV 

Vkascv. 
.\fuy  7,  I'liS 

1    .\M   sitting   in   my   bed       my  sleeping-sack   I 
mean       whiih  is  spread  out  on  the  red-tiled  lloor 
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of  a  funn}-  little  cottagi-.  Thcrf  i^n'i  inuth  of 
the  lloor  k'lt,  a>  four  of  liic  ollur  ofiKcr.-.  .irc 
shariii,^  the  r<H.in  with  me.  ('(miiiii;  in  through 
the  winduw  is  the  bnull  nf  swiet -niSTtle.  cld- 
fashiuned  and  (juiet;  from  far  aua}-  drifl>  in 
the  conLinual  pounding  of  the  gunr.  and,  -Irangely 
muddled  up  with  the  guntire,  the  multitudinous 
croaking  of  frog>.  Tni  ha\ing  an  extraordinary 
Ma\  month  of  it  in  1o\t1\  lountrw  mari  lung 
through  the  ^liowers.  getting  drenilud  and  dry- 
ing when  the  suii  deigns  to  make  an  appearaui  e. 
After  being  (WT  a  hor>e  for  ^o  long,  I'm  in  tlie 
saddle  for  man}'  hours  e\ery  (kty. 

I  am  glad  that  you  all  feel  the  wa}'  \ou  do 
about  my  returning  to  tla-  I'roiit.  I  wari  .sure 
\ou  Wouldn't  want  me  to  be  out  oi  the-e  great 
happenings.  M\'  fear,  wlieii  I  v.a-.  in  l!ngland 
this  spring,  was  the  same  as  ^  had  when  I  nrst 
joined  that  lighting  would  all  be  endeil  bet<ire 
I  got  into  the  line.  No  fear  of  that;  I  tliink  wi're 
in  for  another  two  years  of  it.  There's  hot  work 
ahe.id  the  holiest  of  tiie  entire  war.  <  )ddly 
enough  my  spirits  rise  as  the  struggh'  promi->es 
to  grow  liereer.  I  don't  know  wh}  ,  uiile--s  it  is 
that  as  the  action  (juiLkens  <ine  has  a  chance  of 
giving  more.  There's  nothing  sad  about  being 
wounded  or  dying  for  oiie's  country.  In  this 
war  one  doi-s  so  much  more  than  lliaL  —  he  dies 
for  the  wliole  of  humanity. 
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Outride  my  window  a  ^t^(■t(h  uf  hc(l;:;cs  runs 
(luwi)  to  a  litlk'  t)r(i(ik.  I)U(ks,  f^ccsc,  ciKks  and 
hi-n>  make  farnvy.ird  mu^i-s  from  dawn  till  ki-t 
tiling  at  ni^ht.  Aliovt-  all  the  i)fa(f  ami  ijuicl, 
tile  distant  ;^uns  keep  u[)  tluir  in-cssant  nuir- 
niiir.  Wlial  a  \ariity  «il  pKuo  arc  Hki'ly  to 
shcltrr  mv  hft'orc  the  Mimmcr  i>  ended  woods, 
ditclics.  open  lii'ld--,  trt'iK  he>.  \^'>  all  in  the  game 
and  i.>  romami-  of  a  j-orl.  I'm  Minhurnt  and 
hard.     I  feel  tremendously  ali\e. 

Once  a,L;ain  all  tlie  ^trixin:;  and  amhition  of 
llterar}'  success  ha>  \ani>lied.  Tm  <inly  a  sub- 
altern ^  and  far  jirouder  to  he  that  than  a 
writer.  I'n)  e^tiniated  li\'  none  l)Ut  m_\'  sohliering 
(jualities  and  power  to  show  gut>.  We  ucro 
kiwyers.  fnginier<,  hu>iness-men  now  we're 
.soldiers  and  enquire  nothing  of  ea(  h  other's  i)ast. 

A  thrush  lias  started  singing;  he's  in  the  wil- 
lows that  stand  hy  the  l)rook-side.  Tlie  planes 
go  purring  oNtrluad.  but  he  doe-^n'i  lari'.  He 
goes  on  singing  towards  the  evening  sun  as  though 
his  heart  knew  nothing  but  joy.  He  will  be  here 
singing  long  after  we  h.ive  i)assed  ujxm  our  wa)'. 

Don't  get  worr\'ing  ;:bout  ni\'  salety.  ^  ou're 
sure  ;■•  be  feeling  ner\ous  at  the  wrong  times, 
wlien  I'm  perfect  1\-  safe.  Just  feel  glad  tliat  I'm 
allowed  to  be  here,  and  don't  look  ahead. 
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Franck 

I'M  afraid  }mu'I1  Ix-  frcliii:^  that  I'vr  iic^lfrtid 
\<ui.  Wlu'iuvtT  I  nii->  .1  mail  I  ha\c  ihr  rv- 
proadu'ul  pit  turc  i>i  tin-  (li>a|i[)»iiiit((i  fan.-,  of 
you  three  at  the  iarl\-  nii>rniiiL;  Ijrrakfast  m) 
il  i^ii't  wilful  iic.^lrct.  I've  hail  no  time,  for 
reasons  whii  h  I  ( au't  tAplaiu.  In  tlii:-  wav  of 
lite  one  lia>  to  >nat(  h  the  odd  ir.ouient-.  for  tho>e 
he  lo\-es  Ih-nI  and  to  break  ol'f  when  the  >terner 
ohli.^.ttion^   intrude   llieni-el\e>. 

I'm  in  a  ln'autiful  i)art  of  the  counlrv  a'  pre-,- 
eiit  il  mu>t  he  beautiful,  for  il  is  pro\idiny; 
u^  witfi  thrt'e  dui  k>  for  dinner  toni,L^hl.  I  doubt 
whi-tJKT  \-ou  louhl  Li;el  three  all  at  oiue  in  New- 
ark. Moreo\aT  we  ean  gel  all  the  fre^h  eream 
and  butter  tliat  wt-  like.  ( )f  eour,-e  th;.>  won't 
la^t.  Any  morning  we  may  wake  up  to  I'md  our- 
.seh'e.s  bat  k  on  in.n  ration-,  bully-beef  and 
liard  talk.  Hut  while  il  la>ts  we  make  the  most 
ot  it.  'The  most  ripping  altractiMU  to  me  in  x-me- 
Ihing  that  you'l!  Martely  credit.  The  willow- 
grows  are  full  (.f  nightingale^.  .\>  you  go  bai  k 
to  your  billets  after  midnight  aivl  the  gun:-,  make- 
lightm'ng  ihrougli  the  grilbwork  of  the  iree^.  \ou 
:iee  the  little  brown  fellow.-,  with  their  throal.i 
fiui\ering,  pouring  out  their  song  <>\  lo\e  and 
spring.     When   \uu'\e   erept    into   y^   >r   ^Iee[)Ulg- 
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v.uk,  vou  Vu-  awake  listcnin-  thinkin-  of 
an-.tlMT  world  where  h>\x-  an<l  lilc  w.  re  once 
so  cerUiiu. 


XI. VI 


!k.\N<T. 

Mr.    I-'.   1)1^ 


Tins   i^  Ihe  tliir.l  .Liy  that    I   ha'.e  i.kuinr.l  to 
write  you.     i-erlKips  I  nuiy  l.e  aMe  to  .lo  ^o  ihis 

time. 

I  li.ive  ju-t  been  rra-Hn-  a  Ltt.T  fmni  a  nurM- 
out    ill     I'. i!. --tine    (le>erihin-    ih.'    litiL-    w.H,<h-ii 
(ro>MS  al.ov    lallen    iiriti^h   >oUlier>   whi>h   now 
star    the    Mount    -i    Olive..      The    poetry    of    the 
or.linary    crops    ..ul    everywhere    today;     we    are 
livin.i;  on  hi-her  leveU  than  we  realiM'.     Tor  lumd- 
re.is   of   yi'ars   the   future   -eneratinus   will   weave 
U-ends  round  u>.  inakin-  u.  apiH'ar  d'itanh  --pirit- 
po,pIr,  ju>t   as  we  have  ilnthed   v.ilh  alm-M    un- 
I'arthlv  splendour  the  Crusa.derr^  of  the  D.irk  A-r.. 
Tlii's  is  a  pleasant  May  evenin-.     The  lulds  are 
golden  with  l.uttereup..     Aln.xe  t!ie  siimin-  uf  the 
hirds  I  .an  hear  a  low  dronin-  as  ..f  hei  s  anion.::; 
Il,,\vers;  hut  the  dronin-  is  of  honunu  a.roplanes. 
This    is    the    kind    of    weather    and    .ountry    in 
whieh  it  would  not  l)e  unheautiful  to  die. 

Wdien  I  w.-nt,  down  this  niornini;  to  the  barn 
in  whiih  my  section  is  stationed.  I  found  NolK  F. 
printed  on  'the  <loor,  on  either  side  a  British  and 
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.\nicri.;in    fl.ig,    aiul    undiTiu'.ith   a    liiriiil\-    illu>. 
tr.ttnl  SiiU'l.iv  nia^.i/iiu*  m'Ki  limi  ci  i\tr.i(  t^  imm 
"'rill'  (ilory  of  The  'rrcnchc-."     A   >niall    wc.rM. 
iMi't   ii^ 

I  liavi-  hiTii  nailiiii;  a  l>w..k  latily  tlia!  wouM 
iiitcn.-t  \<>u;  it'>  \>y  I'ori!  Mad^x  Ihnlfrr  ami 
i.-,  calKil  "On  Hiavni."  It  ((iii>i-^t^  «.f  a  min.lnr 
(if  jKiein-  urittni  wliilr  <iii  ai  ti\  r  srrvii  f.  Ih  t 
nianagfd  to  pul  down  in  a  raigli  ami  tuniMc  ^i 
\V(>r(U  a  good  many  of  <iur  liuiigtT-.  and  adoration^. 
I  hadn't  nali/rd  hrfurr  I  read  him  h^w  viry 
nuuli  of  tliL-  con\(r>ation  ..i  our  soldit-r-  i>  .lU 
ixdi.ingt.-  of  c-onridfiui-^  ahoiit  the  woimii  llu>- 
l()\r  or  ha\a'  lo\cd.  I  hilirM-  c\cry  man  at  tin- 
1't'<u{  h<is  a  ho[)L'  of  the  i:\r\  hv  will  In-  triu-  to 
some  day  and  a  fear  Inl     - 

( )nr  of  IIiU'lYcr'^  poem-,  on  the  suhjcel  i.->  \ary 
beautiful.     It  ^tart.-.  thi-.  \va\  ; 
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/«  C'lirpstiKi'  sld)iilf  <i  castle; 
My  loic  and  I  iccn!  thi  rr: 
riicfoXi-hKf';  on  Ihr  \i^:ll  all  hoird 
Her  footsteps  on  the  st.iir. 
Tlie  SHU  :^as  hi:^!:  in  }u>i:en 
Ami  the  perjunie  in  the  ,iir 
i'-ime Jrom  purple  e,:t's  i-ihrian 
But  h,r  footsteps  on  the  i'/.i/r 
^[>ule  <i  sound  like  siLer  niusic 
Thro'  the  perfume  in  the  air." 
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'III,-  l.r^l  N.TM-  ^uins  up  tli<-  <lnM.l  of  m.iiiy  .i 
li.^htin-  m;in  lh.it  all  l.i^  'InMUis  ;irc  -nly 
.I'rrani.  .u,.l  tb-H  .i  r.turii  L-  mility  m.iy  .li^.q.- 
|p.iini    hii'i: 

'•.!/,'./  .mother  snliiirr ftHim' 
Shall  c"»u-  ( I'unii:;  .»''  »!>'  '/'•'""■ 
Aiu!  /.''v  /  ■';/'■'//  ""^  '"'  ''^'''''  ''"■'' 
ir/.'//  wv  ///'";  /'<•>■/</-■  //-r  ../r 
/w-r  it's  hr  sh.ill  iralk  hruilr  her 
hi  ihr  prrjumi'  of  ihr  ■tir 
I'll  the  --ilirr  silirr  viusir 
(  >f  hrr  fi'i>ts!i-,'y  on  thr  sl^iir." 

All    thr    \vurl.r>    i<KMli>t.    ;irr    in    th.-    ircnrhrs 
l,v    n..-.v.      Wh.il    ;i    ^hinin-    .h-iul    -i    iin.i-inin.:^^ 

nUl.t     Hm-    up    to    thr    Soul    Whi.h    lir.    hrhiu.l    ihr 

v.orM.  (.>h1  tiuHt  \>r  ani;i/.-a  t..  !'iii.l  th.il  hurror 
,.,,1  ni.ikr  Hi-  ol,>liii.Ltr  c  r.;it  i..ii^  >o  -.iini-lf  an-l 
ihihhikr.  11. Tr  an-  millions  <.f  us  who  oiu  r 
thought  onlv  of  our  x.ual  and  iiulivi.lual  hfllirs, 
now'thinkiii-  only  of  thr  unlM-rn  .  hil.irrn  and 
Ihr  tliin-s  of  thr  >l.irit.  All  th-'  f-U'l  anw  .:i'ar 
;urrl>ti(ran.Ttions  have  l.ro.nir  a  kin.i  of  hravm 
that  lit-  in  llu-  past,  inslrad  of  ihc  future.  ^  ll 
wr  .lie.  w.'  .lon't  w.mt  any  h.Mvrn  thai  iMi't  a 
rc-living  of  Uu;  .>M  happy  nu-n\..rics. 

1  t\n.l  that  lIuclTcr  expri'sM's  a  feeling  that 
manv  .-f  us  have  sr.retlx  .  but  whieh  I  have  ne\er 
heard   anv   num   aekn..Nv!e.lge        the    feelin-^   that 
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all  ihr  nni.tiii.ltr  ..f  hi>  d.i\>  \\v  uill  li.ivr  to  Ik- 
lApKiiiiiiii:  it  lie  Minir^  t"  ihf  inil  "I  ihf  w.tr  ;ili\'- 
.iliiv'^t  tlir  lirlin;^  th.it  he  will  h.ivc  l..>t  lii^ 
gn-at  (h.iiiM-  -'I  ii'iliilily  l>y  ii.>t  (l>ini^.  HuclTrr'^ 
putni  {■-  ^all^(l  "  ( )iH'  I'.v.-  Li.-t";it'>  a  li-^t  <'l" 
ihrif  nMu<T>  and  J70  ntli.  r  rank^  of  lii-  rcj^iiiunt 
who  wiTf  kilk'l  in  at  lion,      ll  «.  cniintiii  i.--, 
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77;(  r.n'x  (/r//>v  Joii'ii  on  R<>uin  I  own. 
The  lf,i:<\j  drip  doi.n 
A  nd  so  till'  mud 
Turns,  or^nii^r  hro:vn." 

Ami  it  ha->  i'nr  it'^  rcl'rain, 

••  Hut  you       lit  /c'/.s/       arc  out  of  it." 

It  ^'ot'>  on  t>i  tell  <if  the  nlimTN  who  fill  and 
n[)cat:.  the  retleition  whieli  we  all  have  when 
we  j^a.'.e  on  the  dead  at  the  end  of  an  atta.k  .  nd 
know  that   we  our^eKe^  have  e>caj)ed. 

"(>>'(■  '.^ondrrs  ~  hy  you  dud. 

Anil  then. 

"  ll  (•  ni\cr  talked  of  t^lory. 
And  i-'Uh  thought  a  lot  of  one  \;irl. 
And  waited  mo.i  days  for  hours  in  the  rain 
'Till  sfu-  eame: 
But  -we  neur  talked  of  Fatne  -- 
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An'i  hi-illy.  ;ul(irc^.-iiig  ihc  iliad. 

''  Hut  lie  I'.'hi'  rftniiin  shall  i^roi^'  old, 
U'c  shall  kjuKi.'  the  cold 
( >f  chrrrlt'ss 

\\'i)Ll,r  <:>id  ///('  r.iiii  of  Aiduni)!  av,d  the  sling 
(  1/  l>(>.tr!\\  of  icic  despisiil  and  <']  dis;rai  rs. 
And  mirrors  shtncini\  stained  and  a^^ri):;^  j.u'cs, 
And  till'  lon<.[  raK;^fs  <-/  <  onii'ortlrss  yrars 
And  the  lonii  i^aviut  id  human  j'l  ,ir\ 
lint,  jor  you.  it  shall  be  joniir  S'yriny,. 
And  only  you  shall  he  jore.er  fearless. 
A>id  o)!!y  vou  haie  i^hite.  straijit.  tireless  limbs, 
.\ntl  o>ily  yi>u.  \ciiere  tlie  iciiler-lily  si.dms 
Shall  icalk  alon:;  tiie  /'atlnrays.  ttiro'  the  nillows 
Of  your  leest. 
]  on  u'/i'c  u'<v//  i^est, 

And  only  yon  oi  silury  t-^-ilight  pillo'XS 
Shall  taiie  your  rest 
In  the  sojt  s'.eeet  :Joo»:s, 
( '/'  /.;■///;,'///  rooms 


!  here  -  u\o  \\\v>\o  oi  nur  onr  .iriil  unly  nnv- 
ariti'.r  in  a  iiut-slnU  th.it  \vc,  whu  luac  j)>'>L'd 
a>  c  i)!ii|Vjr!Mr-.  l<ir  ,l  whiK-,  will,  il  \vi  :-ur\i\r,  ■\'- 
tuni  til  the  nnrnuil  lhinL;s  ol"  \\\v  to  iiml  our  spirits 
imt-xaltcil  and  \\\v  iiinnnoiiphn  I'^till  t  KiiininnpLu  c. 

(  hit  lu  rr.  whcrr  tluTc  arr  (.urp-i.-  in  the  thistles 
aii>!  ■■  llu' ii;a>--lulU  hur->i  like  ^now""  we  i  an  talk  i>f 
"ihi.-  ^ilvor,  silver  nui>ii;  ol   lu-r  loot^lcps  on  liic 
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stair."  hut  we're  mnrtally  afraid  that  in  le»  c  \uh- 
aiit  moniciits,  wiu-n  the  luarl  is  not  >(>  star\t'il  fur 
and  li"n.  we  sliall  (li>ew\(T  that  thi-  "silx cr  ir.u^ii.'"' 
i>  uiilv  the  irritatinit  skuiuI  dt  snueak\   ^hoes. 

I  ian"t  hear  fr>iin  vmi  again  for  at  lea.->t  six 
(ia\s  a  I'UK'  lime  to  wait!  I  tan't  lie  liolhered 
riO\v-a-(ia\'s  to  let  tlie  niail-i  lerk  sort  out  the 
leiter>;    I  gralj  the  bag  and  g.  i  tlirough  it  niy>eh". 

'Hnre  may  he  an  inter\al  hetueen  this  letter 
and  th'isc  that  follow.  If  there  is,  d'>n"t  worrv 
yournelves.  It  is  not  p(l^sihle  to  find  the  time 
or  plaee  to  write  under  all  cireum.-.taiKes. 
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1  ("AX'T  rememher  wheii  !a~!  I  wrote  \ou.  It 
isn't  always  ea  \-  to  get  the  time.  Reeenth'  I'N'e 
spent  .!  good  many  hour>  in  the  >aildle  and  have 
heen  uj)  early  in  tile  morrn'ng;  when  work  is 
done  tlie  fre^h  .^ir  lea\es  one  {<»>  tired  for  an\-- 
thing  liut  sleep.  lUit  \-ou  mustn't  worry  aljout 
ine.  I'm  stroMgcr  than  I've  lu-cn  for  months  and 
tanne(!  to  tlie  i  ■  'lor  of  an  Indian, 

I  haw  reeent'y  met  the  doet^r  who  did  so 
mu(  h  to  pull  n:e  thruugh  when  I  war^  wounded 
last  June  at  the  C'a^^ualt}-  Clearing  Station.  He's 
still  the  same  tall,  lliin.  -ileut  man,  wilii  the 
kindest   and   sternest  of   faccb.      Ilia   brother,   he 
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I.IU  me.   i>  in   Amcrira  on   t   c   Hritish   Mixtion 
•iml    iKul    inturmra    him    ni    Amtriui  s   immcn>e 
nrri.ar;ai.'n>.     Likr  alUhc  mm  nut  luTc.  1  loun-l 
hin.   kccnlv   c-at;.r  to  scv  tin.   U.S.A.   pn-porUnn- 
•  arlv  aim'xMUol  in  ihc  Frnnl-lin..    W  r  .irc  hul.l- 
i„,/an.l  ..anuing.ui  thr  Statr.  t..  turn  the  lule 
,!raniati.allv  in  -mr  favour.     Our  .  hap.  arc  qune 
cahn  an.l  .onuacnl  o!   .u.rr»       -ut   hrro  ihrrc  s 
,,.„,,  ,,,   ,1h-  .train  ami  nrrvou.nr^.  Nvhi>  h  i.  irk 
]r    nvilian..     Our  chap,  are  a.  plnlo.uphual  and 
,iu.    V    a.    ever.      -C.o.kI    oM    ^'r\ur    Xh.y    ^av 
'•so  he\  taken  another   litlrrn  mdes:     Weil.  U  11 
he  our  turn  next."'     Thmu^h  -Ku-at  and  .ueee.. 
we    carrv    nu    -iuite    nnrm.illy    and    unperturbed. 
...nhden't  of  u:tim.aevi>  !..:■>.     The  general  opui- 
i.,„  i.  ih.it  the  Ilunle.    hi.  adv.uue.  Honly.au^- 
•uv  him.>elt  a  h.t  of  unnecessary  troul>le.  a>  hell 
hixc  .1  l.^n-er  distance  to  run  h.uk  U>  (iermany. 
ip.re-.  the   ur.t  of  June  ;iiul   nhd  .ummer  ap- 
ppKuhing  when  .o  mar      plea.ant  tlnng.  u^cMo 
l,,i,p,n  ^    flight,  to  ,lu-.ountr>.  the  purcha.m^ 
,,f   i.ahing.aits,    li.hing-n.'t..    maps       the   plan- 
nin.r  of  .mh  .iuantitic.  Mf  family  adventures.       t 
^^,.u!d  he  happv  to  think  ihat  ...me  ot   the.e  old. 
,,lea.ure.  might  return  -ne  day.     The  longer  the 
war  goe.  on  the  more  impo..ihle  it  i-^  t"  ^'^'nj^^'-^- 
up  the  picture  e.f  vlvilian  way.  of  lite  or  to  see 
oue^elf  a.  again  in  the  phture.     Kvcrything  grows 
blurred   e.xcept   the   pre.eut,    with    the   early    ns- 
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in^s.   n.utinf,   nr.lcr>.   mardu-..  luul  .ittarks.      lo 
iK^t^ivL'n  our  frcfdnm  nvouI.1  lr;i%c  u^  d.uv<\. 

•Hus  will  pP.lKiMy  muh  yuu  ,m"ut  yuu  have 
kil  New  V'    t^  an.l  >cttltMl  (1-wn  fur  tlu-  liuh.lays 
in  SMHU-  quul  counlry  place.      TluTr'.  only  one 
spot    whirh   M'cms  permanent    in   our   lanuly    uie 
the   little   grav   shaek   amon-   the   onhar.N   m 
the   K..ckie..      Nly   thoughts  lly   to  it   very  otten 
the.e    hot   summer   (lay.>.      I   >c';    the   lake    like   a 
l.lue    ntirn.r.    rellectin-    the    mountain,    an.!    the 
,l,,ua.       I    hear    the    throhl.ing    of    the    laun.  h. 
Hruee  i.  harking  on  th^-  Nvharf.     Figure,  are  mov- 
uv    ahout    the    boat  hou.e.      We    elunb    tlie    hul 
lugether    where    the     l)rook     sing,     through    the 
Huwers   and    the    evening   meal    await>   u..      And 
atlerwarel.   tho.e  long  .leei^y   evening.   wlu'U   the 
du^k    eome.   down   and    the    tlower.    >hine    more 
vaguelv.    and     we     talk    .o    endle..>ly.     planmng 
books,'  retraver.ing    the    !)ast.    mapping    out    a 
road  to  so  many  future  Id    Porad....     I   ean  re- 
member   these    former    happine..e.    without    .elt- 
torture  or  regret.     The  present  i.  .0  .plendid  that 
it    out.hinc".   all    fornuT   beauties,      I    g>.    lorward 
happilv,   believing   that    any    bend    oi    tlie    luturc 
mav  b'ring  the  old  kindnesM-.  into  view  again. 

The  old  haunting  dream  of  Hlighty  i..  growing 
up  in  me  onee  again  the  Blighty  we  .peak  ot, 
think  of,  wor.hip  and  ima-ine  every  hour  ol  the 
dav.      It's  worth  being  wounded  if  only  to  wake 
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ui>  the  first  moniin.L;  in  ihr  Inng  white  Knglish 
ward,  -vilh  ihr  -oM-.-rnii  -unli-ht  -Iriiiping  in 
fp  ni  the  h'ave-.  through  the  opni  windows. 
These  .ire  the  iMiui-'.e  nm- leiil,--  "!  [n.uv  and 
rt-t  wliith  (Mine  to  "in-  in  the  mid  !  nt  warl.ire. 
( )|  >ih  h  luurneiits  within  the  L.^l  year  I  l;a\e 
had    niv  share;    ihi-y  are  happy   to  ri^nieniher. 

Aiid  the  war  '^<n->  <,ii  and  on.     I  wa.->  si>  atraid 
that  it   would   he  ended  heiore  .\tr   I   got   haek. 
'Ihe    I'ear    w.i>    needless.       I    sh.all    hr    out    here    .it 
U-a.-l     ani'tlier     year     bel'ore     prate     i>     dr^hired 
There  dvv  tinier  wlien  I  tliink  that  th.-  Americans 
are   not  -  >   tar  wrong  in   iheir  guess   when   tha-y 
give    lh.ri:i.-.elvrs    •Mour    ycMS    to    d,,    tliih    job.' 
The    Hun    may    be    d.^^p.ratr;     hir.    ver\    eiu-rgy 
i^nav  he  a  prool  ol"  lii.-^  exhaustion.     Hut  hi>  duilh 
stru'^gle   iri   too    \igorou.-iy   .~uri  r-^sfu!    to   proiiii-.e 
an\     \ery    rapid    end.      (  )ur    hope    i>    in    America, 
with  her  higli  eourage,  her  savriiue  and   hrr  nnl- 
liuii-  ol  men.     If  :-he  had  not  joinc-l  u-..  we  wouhl 
stin  stand  here  i  hal'.ii-,gly  .^'r'^\  l>e  l>attered  till  not 
(,IU'  O.I   u,-,  uas  left.      rile  la-t   one  would  die  with 
the   smile   o\    \htor>-   on    \\\>   mouth.      W  hate\er 
hapiien>,  they'll  ne\rr  eateh  any  ilritish  n-hting- 
man    owning    that    his    tail    i-    down.       Hut    the 
thought  of   the   .\meri>. an   millions  give-   Us  lon- 
lidenee  thai,   though  we  art-  wii)ed  out,   w^-  shall 
not    iiaxe    lost.      lake    runner.-    in    a    relax'    raee, 
Uiougl)   we   are  spent,   the   paee   we   have  set    will 
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enable  lhn>L-  who  u.nic  :i!U  r  u>  to  win  in  tlu-  Li.l 

lUil  .lon"t  wor'-y  al.-ut  me.  I  ni  b.ivin-  a 
splrn.lia  run  i-r  my  mouvy  and  am  far  more 
h.qi[>\'  than  I  (K'-crvc. 


Xl.VIII 


Y'H.xsrr. 

JlDU     I.    !')!'> 


A-  iH-r  usual  when  I  write  to  you.  I  havr  my 
„,,M-  up  against  a  solitary  eau.llr,  am  hr.i.ur.l  in 
l,^■  .ha<l..\v^  and  have  the  >tump  of  .1  cigarette 
in  ,nv  mouth.  For  ,lay-^  I  have  been  waiting  tr.r 
!etter>  from  home,  hut  none  have  arrived  a^  yi't. 
Fither  the  >hip  ha.,  -one  down  ..r  some  other 
ealamitv  ha>  hai-p^'n^-''-  ^  ''''''  P^""'''^^'  '">'^^'''. 
that    1..morn.w   tliere   will   be   a  huge   paekage   ot 

belated  mail  lor  me. 

We're  tnivelling  vers  light  at  pre>ent.  1  he 
f,r>t  thing  I  did  on  my  return  wa>  lo  uit  d..wn 
rn-  kit  to  the  barest  ne.c»itie>  ;!nd  send  all  the 
,,:i;,n.e  ba.k  to  Fngland.  If>  bett.  r  to  have 
ii  .ate  in  l.on.lnn.  if  out  of  immedi.ite  reach,  than 
t,,  h.ive  10  abandon  it  in  a  dutch  or  ^hc•lbhole. 
While  the  summer  la>t>  there  are  a  great  num- 
!,er  of  thinu.  that  one  can  do  without. 

What  an  un^port^manly  c  n-wd  the  Cermans 
are'  T  think  more  th.an  anything  c-l>e  it  will  be 
llieir  kuk  c^-  fair  plav  that  we  .hall  hold  against 
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thrm    when    war    i.-.    jmkA.      \v>\vrd.'.y    at    the 
\'i>\n'>  rv<\iir^\   \\v  w.rc  liH.Iish  niou-h  t"  rclniin 
t'p.m    hi'iiil.in.i;    Cul'i^nc,    >"    the    llun    t>)"k    the 
cppertuiHtv   to  both  Ixiiiih  ami  >1k!!   the  Catho- 
li,.  oi    Tari^.     ll  iiiakc^  .■m-  ildi  to  ;^rab  a  h.iyo- 
iiit    aii'l   ,l;m    over    ihf    t"l'   t"   '1"    liini    ;t->    smu  h 
(laina'^f  a^  (.pjiurUiiiit y  uill  all'iw.       1  !u'    Hun    is 
nliualin.L!;   u^  <'Ut  ni  (.ur  ,m»H!-huni'  vvA  (ontcnipl 
into    a    vrrv    (K  (■i)-.catri!    hatrr-l    <<\    hini.      'The 
,,l!i,  r    i!,i\     I    wa-    in    a    I'orward    town    r-.  >  (.TUly 
(•\ai  u:i.lr(l  hv  its  iHipulatioii.     \'>n  walkr.l  ihrou,L;h 
vi!c:it.    torn   >tr''t;'<,    the    wimlow^   all    lirokiTi    hy 
the   i|o.ir>  >a,i:,.i;ii.,:;   fr.'iii    ituir   hiii.Uts   and 
^^.^l  jKircd  a<r<i^>  thr  thrc-lioM-^  into  the 
b.ou-is.      In    nian\    ( aM>  nval-  wen-  >lill   <'ii   the 
tallies,    partly    ratcn    and    ha>lily    Ul'l.      A    ^tr>iy 
cat    M  urrird    out    into    thr    \.ird;     notliing    c-l>c 
■-tirri'd.      ()\fr    llif    cntirr   death  like    silence    the 
Mnr.f.ier  sun  shone  down  ;i!id  tar  a\va\'  a  euekoo 
was   (.alliti'j.      One   .^et^   aeeusLonied    to    ihe   out- 
w.ird    -vinl)ol>    of    >iu  h    traL;edie>       the    broken 
honu>,   ahaii'ioned   M-eiirity   and    fon-L^ojie   happi- 
iu-^>.       'The    peo](le     tiKii.>ei\e>    iiet     u>ed    to    it. 
Todav   I   met  .1  tarin-\vaL;on  piled,  lii.^h  with  the 
hou^elKild   iiods,   while  a  pe.isant   woman  walked 
l.rdde   with   her  best   hat   earried   in  a  paperd.a.^; 
in    her    hand.      That    was    \  ery    typii,al       in    all 
tlie   ruin  that   had  tjet'allen  a  home  lo  still  cling 
lo  the  be>t  hat. 
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I'm  viTN-  h.ipi'V  and  wt-ll.  livin-  alnin>t  cntirfly 
in  ihc  "pen  ami  in  llu-  ^^uhllr  a  g'H.d  part  oi  the 
(lav.  Tlic  part  "I  Franif  I  have  li\c>l  in  >\\nc 
my  rrturn  i>  by  Kir  the  ckMnr-^i  and  mw>t  Ix-auti- 
tul  tliat  I  have  M-cn  on  at  live  Mr\itf.  '1  lu- 
weilhrr  har.  \>vvn  ,i;nldrn  and  ,i;lMri<iU>.  'I  hiTc  is 
ni.nc  I'l"  that  fear  in  <.ur  hi'art>  that  yuj  mu>t 
txpericnie  for  u>.  We're  as  certain  of  \iMory 
as   we    were   I'v.ring   the   da\  r.   of    the    lag    \iniy 

advance. 

The    arn-iV    i>    a    nur>ery   or;^ani>ation,    lull    of 
annovin-  pompo>itie>  and  amu>ing  c  hi>-.  (h>tUH - 
tion>.      |u>t  at  pre-^ent  we're  being  pi'^tend  with 
(oiuinual    in>peetion>.    when    each    lialtery    trie-. 
to  invenl  sume  new  Iriek  for  making  il>eh"  look 
bmarter.      Soldiers,    on    such    occa>ions.    are    like 
a   l.it  of  old   women   at  a  s{)ring   cleaning.       1  he 
men    much    prefer    killing    Hoche:,    to    heing    in- 
spe(tc<l.      Buriii.-hing  steel,   chasing  all   o\er   the 
country    to    buy    Hra>so,    ^i.ending    fortunes    on 
poii-h   for   the   harness  all   seem   such  a   fruitless 
waste  of  time  when  the  lIun^  are  liammering  our 
line.     Hut  of  cour-e  clc•anline^s  lias  a  moral  elfect 
vn  men   who  have  been  long  under  >hell  lire. 

Thi-  is  a  discur^ive  sort  of  letter. and  .loesn'tcon- 
taiu  much  real  news.     li'>.  jUbL  fur  .emenibrance. 
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1"\I'.  ju~t  left  llic  ^r.!nvip!i<inc  slirill}  <ici  l.tririL:; 
tliat  '"Will  II  lir  faiiMr-  he  i->  just  \"\r.  it  i>  ihcii 
lie  niccl-  lli>  l.i^l  l"\c  ;iii(l  lie  l(i\cs  her  .is  he 
nr\rr  !ii\(il  li(i.irr."  Luinlcn  i  nines  with  u^  to 
ihf  r'roiit.  W'c  Inim  the  tunes  nt'  I'iiuidilly  ami 
Lcii  ester  Sciuare.  aiwl  we  si  heme  lu  h  sph/iiihii 
limes  I'lif  iiur  return.  I.e.ixi-  lias  dpeiuil  ujv  ai^ain, 
hut  h\-  a  earel'ul  (ahulatjun  I  li.-i\e  iH.-mi\ crcd 
that  it  v.ni  take  twentv-nnc  year-.  I'^air  nmnihs 
and  tliree  (l.;_\-  till  my  turn  inmes  rnuml  at  the 
jiri'scnt   rate  "i  allntment-. 

Some  Ne'A-  \'iirk  jiaper-  ha\e  just  arrived  and 
an  f\( ceilim'h.'  aiii  ieiit  <  ake,  hut  nn  letters.  In 
thi'  mid  "f  ;i  threat  i)tTen-i\-e  it  i-  wonderful 
that  anythim:  ,i:ets  to  us  at  all.  We're  a-  f.ir 
awav  from  \i'\\  hotli  in  realit_\-  and  imagination 
us  thou;;h  we  li\ed  in  a  dilYereiil  world.  ( )ur 
standards  <if  eonduit.  normalit\.  rii.;hl  li\ini; 
are  not  sour  standard--  our  h"j)c^  and  li.irs 
are  all  different.  .\;_',.dn,  a^  when  I  first  eame  to 
tlie  IVont.  e\cr\'thiii^  (i\iliaii  -.eem--  a  tale  1 
lia\e  n-ad  ahout.  1  eajiii'it  helie\e  that  that 
person  who  \\\i-  in  Xew  \  ork  la-l  ()ito])er  was 
rea!!\-  m\->elf.  I  r;ither  wiiiider  at  him  and  at 
liis  (apaeit\  for  writiivj;  ahout  the  eonmion])la(  c 
t'\ents  of  the  pnsent  life.     Now  I  couldn't  write 
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a  line-  ;il)uut  the  w.ir  if  ii  y  Hi'-'  il-  (><  ii'!<<l  "ti  it. 
I  .-(.'f  rii'thing  in  pir.^pn  tivo  <\(rj.t  llu-  nidlfss 
}»;ilh  <'I  iiul>  '.\!uiii  Ic.kI.--  'Ill  a\ua'\  a^  I'.u  h  'lay 
intr<i(hui->  h><.\i.  T"  \vhat  <:;i'al  tial  path  Ica^l-. 
I  ^iinu'tiim->  try  to  gui.->.->  i'>  >«iiiuthin,L'  wdii- 
(ii-rful  ami  uiil'.'ri  .^t'Lii   I   ha\f  n"  iloutit. 

I  jud.L'c  from  v.iiat  I  n.nl  that  ihr  ir.tirc  world 
whi.  h  \>  Hot  at  tli<'  IimjiI  is  aii\ioii>  and  <k- 
jirc-^i-d.  Wr'rfju-t  the -anu- a^c'W-r  (  ht.vr>' and 
waitin.u  \vhatt\i-r  ina>-  1m  i. ill  wi'di  a  -loia-^in  horn 
of  lonlidiiirc.  ( )ur  IhHc  f  in  ouiv-cIm--..  '>ur  i  .lu>c 
and  "ur  .ihilit)'  to  win,  nr\<T  ua\rr>.  Ilow  cx- 
iraordinariK'  normal  ur  arr  \du  i  uuld  hardly 
ima.uinr.  Tlu-  inomt-nt  mir  nu-n  ,mt  <>ut  ol  tlic 
trrnrhr.--  tlic\-  tua^in  to  i)lay  ha-i-Kall.  fool  liall, 
rritkft,  fti.  1  lurr".-  a  big  lake  near  to  wlurc 
we  .irc  -.vith  hi.gh  rrd  cliffy  anumd  it.  iliTr  t'\i'ry 
(■\tiiini;  \  ou  lan  mt  tlir  piM^'d  whitr  nL;urrs  '>l 
soldirrnifti.  1-ast  >und.i\-  \.f  laid  atjuatic  >j)orls 
thrn-  and  had  .l  I'lnr  di-play  of  ^v.immin'j;.  ll"s 
Wuiidrrful  to  sri'  t.lu'  iluip.-.  >o  happ}-  whcii  y'>u 
rmu'mlu-r  llial  nini'-tiiith>  of  thrir  (omp.inions 
of  thi->  time  la>L  year  arc  eilhtT  woun'h'd  or  <\v.u\. 
A--  vou  ma\-  guo^.  wr  lu/vir  in  "Ur  t  .in\cr>atiMn 
call  attention  to  :  .  fai.t,  though  there  ean  l)e 
few.  if  any,  who  torgel. 

There  are  children  where  we  are  at  pre>ent. 
It"-^  amusing  to  ^ee  them  making  friends  with 
<iur   hoy-.     They  slij)   their   little   paw^   into   i!a- 
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l)i^  hrown  h;in(i>  aii<i  tud.llc  alung  quite  proudi}'. 
I  (Inn't  sec  Iimw  aiiyoiu  could  Ik  Ip  luvitiy  our 
nitii  till  \  re  ^n  ^im]>li'.  'I  In  ir  faults,  wlu'ii 
_\iiu  knnw  the  licirts  ulii(li  tli(\  liidr.  Ihm  (HiiC 
ctidrarinK.  I  tliiuk.  c-pn  iall_\'  when  I  sec  thnn 
with  the  I'n  111  li  kidilir^,  •((f  ;,ui  h  art-  the  Kiu^- 
d<iiii  (it  1  liavcii." 

riraM'  tliank  the  dnti'ip  <.l  tin  lako  uhii  h 
arri\t(l  tockiy.  We're  tatin;^  it  dun't  tell  Ikt 
it  \\a>  dr\. 


Frantk 
Jw.'   ~.  iijiS 

lJ.l^i\I','S  a  ,t:ltirii)ns  >uinniiT  cM'tiini;  tin-  (.[id 
cf  a  ]KTUit  da_\  during;  w  hit  h  1  ha\r  duiu-  niv 
share  ill  tapliiriii'^  two  (ierinaii  sjiie--.  v.hu  now 
rejio-e  uiire-^ti'iill}-   in  our  L:;uard  room. 

'rhi>  iiioriiiiiL:;.  when  I  was  leadiiiL'  a  hundred 
niounted  nun  alotiL^  a  road,  a  lerriMi-  thin;.; 
happened.  The  road  was  narrow  and  on  one 
hide  ot  it  luotordMrrie^  were  standing:  on  the 
other  side  was  a  little  unfenred  ri\'er.  Suddenly 
and  willmut  warniiiL',  tearin.i;  down  the  hill  adiead 
ot'  u>,  la.nu'  the  i-iHin\'.  I  he  eiK-niy  (on>i-.ttd 
ot'  a  pair  of  mules  harnessed  to  a  he,i\'_\'  iroii- 
roili  r  'I  l\e  roller  caught  niy  leadMiri\'er  aiiil 
tlirew  him  and  hi^  two  horses  to  the  .^M-wund; 
then    it    charged    un    into    the    mass    behind    u-. 
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Mira("ul"U>l\'  no  hone-^  wire  !)r"kcn;  wv  all  h.i\i' 
niiir  li\(.'-.  'I'liii-.c  innkis  h.ivc  put  u>  ii|>  t.i  .; 
iu".v  tritk.  t'lir  ili>i»(r>ing  t  ritiny  ia\.ilry  whi.  h 
ouj^lil  t"  t»'  ct'lri  Li\i'.  lU-li(\i-  I'lc,  two  m.nl 
iiiuk'>.  gi'iiiL^  thirty  iiiilt^,  an  Imut  witli  .in  ir^n- 
riilliT  lichiiiii  tluni.  art  uttirl>  tiiini'r.ili^in'j;.  It 
i>  itni)(i--iiilt  liT  any  *a\alry  in  llu-  world  to 
\vithstaii<l    lluiii. 

^'ou  don't  know,  can't  gut-ss,  lio\v  Irttir-^  from 
lionu-  liui  k  nil-  up  and  kicp  the  lanij)  "t  my 
ideals  ^till  liurniii.:;.  'I  Iktc  arc  in  niifnt^  when 
tlir  mere  nuihaiiiral  side  of  warfare  Iills  one's 
mind  with  an  inimite  d(prc»ion.  Onr  ■-(•(■.->  mt u 
doing  ^[iltiuliij  .ut>.  da\-  in,  day  <iut.  like  autom- 
aton-, animated  hy  the  spring  of  duty.  Hne 
almost  forget.>  thai  there  i--^  an>-  human  eh  nient 
of  ihoite  in  the  matter  or  .1  ditTereme  between 
fighting  and  lighting  well.  When  your  iiage>. 
come,  1  reinemlier  retiienitier  that  ju^l  -ueh 
alTetlion>  anil  human  tie^  l>ind  the  hearts  oi 
all  who  are  out  lure  to  life.  1  lugin  to  >ee  my 
chaps  as  perhonalities  again  and  not  ari  emly 
tioldiers. 

()ut,-ide  the  ehap>  are  singing  "<)  my.  I  don't 
want  to  die;  I  w.mt  to  go  home."  .\ow  they've 
changed  lu  "'lake  mc  Over  to   Blighty." 
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L/A'^T  niL'lit   I  s.iw  the  "\<]  \.\<\y  \v!m  iiur-~t''l  nic 
ii]>      .   ih.it    I    v..L>  lit    til  (iimi-  iui'l   nictt    \<iu  in 
LoikImii  when  ynii  all  i  .inu- in  loi;  ir^in  Aiiurii.i. 
Sctiii'.^  h(T  a'^aiii  Itrdimlit  li.i-k  all  Mirts  nf  (nciiiu- 
rir>  iif   the  ii(i>rr>->ii)n-.  am!   cxaltatinns  nf  otlur 
clavs.     I  ihiiik  I  ha\f  Ixrn  hoth  sa<l<irr  an'l  pinri- 
happv  ^iiuc  the  wat   l.cLMn  than  in  all  tlir  ntluT 
\iMr>  nf  ni\-  liff.     And   I  ummI  t^  write  ali'.ut   the 
W'lrM  n"l  as  it  i-,  lait  alfUt  tlu'  w-rld  a^  I  wmuM 
have  inadr  it.  h.ul   I  I'leii  ('i"<\.     N"W  Fir,  tr>iii- 
til  See  thiit^s  a->  they  are.  with  th.    iiu-\  itablc  (i'"l 
sliinin:;     tliri'UL'h     t}iei;i.       IIiTc,     .it     tlie     I'ront. 
(i.'ii    i>   (Acry where   ap^.-irent        hut    n^t    the   ea- 
thrdral    (i.h!    I    h.ul  iinairined        tint   the  maji-tic 
(..1,1  with  suh!i:iu-  iijilitted  e>t-.  v.liiih  kiVAV  iv-th- 
in^  "f   I'inile   It-rr^r.      The  (In. I   ot'   the   !'r>>nt    has 
hr.iM-  e\i-.   whi.  h   h.ive  Mlt'ftre.l;     hi-.  ni..uth  i^  .i 
liuin.in    niniith.    uhi.h    1m>    kn...vn    the    pain    'if 
parting  ami  ki>>r^;    hi-  han.U  ari'  niu,i^hi-ne<l  aii'l 
hiirnl    :in.l   lik"i.l\':    thi-re  i->   thr  >tii(ii>  <'f  aij.iny 
in    hi,>   ^h.iul.ler>   iui'l    the   hint    <.f   a    vali.tnt    je-t 
in  hi-  splendhl  lie.irinL'  nt  dflianei-.     \\r  \>  niie  nf 
U-.      lie  i-  ii>  entirely.      !!<■   i->   ii.i  l.m.u'er  remote 
and  elern:i!.      I". T  u-  lu-  lia.->  ai^ain   Iteeunie  lle-h 
he  is  <iur  e.mirade;     he  i.-   the   nian   upe.n  r.ur 
left   and    nur   riijhl   hand,    who    L'nes   into    balllc 


LiviNi;  I}A^().\■l  IS 


14^ 


with  U-;   lu'  i-,  our  <!r.L(i.     \Vi  r.innot  iscajM-  him; 
ihc    j>i  t  tiiu--.   n|    our    >in->   arr    i..rg>>lliii    in    il..' 
n-M-niltl.iiu  I'  -if    dur    m  i,t;h!iitur-.    In    lu>    in..^ 
\i)W-.i-(i.iy,^  I  t.uiiiut   think  oi"   tin-  putt's  (/hri-iL, 
wan<!iriiiu   thrnuj^h   tj^uilc.in   lili«.>  in  .1   wnm.in's 
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wa>  onI\-   on   t!if   i  ro.>,>,   th.1l    (hri.-l   hn  ami' 


It 
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all  that  wriit  hfture  i-<  hkr  a  hivcly  it-gcnii 
^raijually  in.ttrriali/ing  in  thr  atini)>phfrr  of 
Iragiii).     (l"'l  >a\i-  u^  from  luiiiL;  alwavN  happv. 


It's    thr    thaiiir    of    hcinu   alwa^ 


a  .  >\ 


that     f 


(Inaii    nio^t    after    the    war.       I  here'>    a    terrihl,- 
torpuleiue   ali'iul    tKippine>.>.   whii  h    ht.rihr->    \erv 
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that    i-.   uhat    I    want    lor   the 


World  when  w.iri^  ended,  and  to  h.i^e  to  pa>  v.  it!i 


^at  riliu'  lor  eai  li  advanee 
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I  think  .1 


nv  oi 


u>  will)  1  oiiie  i)ai  k  will  I  <ivel  \  irtue  a-^  our  g(ial,  ^aM 
in    as    t'ar   as    \irtue'    i-mhraie^  i'mt\  thini:  th;tt  i- 


meant  1)\'  manl'iie.^-. 
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)e  \irtUou,->  ill  the  oriL'i- 


nal  ■'en--e  w 


Ah. 


now 


a.>  ju.-i  ihat  In  he  phvsieally  perf.it. 
L;rei-d_\  I  heconu'  out  here  to  sc-t_-  >onu' 
hit  h  war  ha>  i  ailed  out. 


t  he  suddin  (lualita-s  w 


transplanted  into  the  ei\ilian  world.     I  -o  fear  that 
with  peace  th"^e  (jUidilies  may  be  debased  .md  lo-t. 
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niakr..   nw   n  ■     inljcr   tlu-  old   days  and   llu-  old 
ai!!i>    ;i'id    di-irr>.      It's    iht    gmttcsT    mirack-    .•! 
Ihf  (ciiiury   lliat  Caruso  ai.d   Harry  Lauder  and 
(Hor^c'   Rohcy.   with   all   the    bc>l   of   music   and 
laughtrr-maker>,  (an  step  into  our  dug-out  from 
thi'   point    of   a    nredlc.      When    we   move,   what- 
ever el-t'   ir.   left   behind,   the   gramophone  always 
goes.     It  travels  in  (..S.  wag'ins.  on  the  fool-hoard 
of  limbers        in  all  sorts  of  way-.     \Ve"re  feeling 
sentimental;     we    erank    up    the    eanned    mu>ir 
Above  the  roar  of  the  guns  we  hear.  "All  that  I 
want    is   someone    to   lovf   me.   and    to   love    me 
true."'      We're    feeling    merry,    so    we    dance    to 
'•.\ri/.ona."     All  the  world  of  forgotten  p,lea>ures 
(an  comi-  to  us  through  that   needle-point.     And 
I        whenever  it  starts        I  see  home  pictures,— 
Then  in  an  extraordinarily   poignant  way  I  feel 
earnest  to  have  lived,  loved,  done  something  big 
Ijefore    I    die.      Lverything   already    done   seems 
insignificant    and     w..rthless.       It'-     the     feeling 
which  you  once  called  "divine  di-c  ontent." 

It's  evening,  as  it  always  is  wlun  I  write  to 
you.  Next  door  a  little  refugi'e  c  hild  is  chanting 
his  pravers  under  the  direction  of  his  father. 
One  can  hear  the  humming  of  planes  overhead. 
A  funny  world!  How  ])ersistent  the  religious 
instinct  is,  that  men  should  still  credit  God  when 
their  heart>  ;..-e  banknipt! 

Good-night.  I'm  going  to  bed  now. 
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France 
Juuc  i:.   i<ji.S 

VV  rril  nu-  it's  6.30  in  the  ev^niriL;.  I'm  sitlin,*^ 
in  ;i  f.irmhinisf  (Acrlookinj;  tho  umkiI  Fn-m  Ii 
f;trm-y;inl.  The  ihiikcns  lly  in  at  ihr  window 
-  aiso  thf  tats.  The  window  is  mv  own  inodf 
of  entrance;  I  feci  like  a  l>urgkir  wlu-n  I  enter 
my  "bedroom"  in  this  fa->hion  after  midnight. 
Two  other  oftkers  share  the  tloor  with  me  — 
litenilly  the  tloor.  for  we  use  our  sleeping-sacks. 

There's  a  little  hoy  aln)ut  three,  with  long  hair, 
!,o  that  at  tirst  we  mistook  him  for  a  girl,  who 
has  become  the  tem[)orary  mascot  of  the  battery. 
He  carries  the  broken  remains  of  a  toy  ritle  and 
falls  in  with  the  men  on  parades,  holding  one  of 
the  fellow's  hands.  He's  picked  up  the  deUiil 
for  ''Shun!"  and  "SUind  at  Kasel"  and  carries 
out  the  orders  as  smartly  as  anyone,  looking 
terrifically  serious  about  it.  The  men  call  him 
"little  sister"  on  account  of  his  appearance  anfl 
make  him  a  great  pet.  I  left  him  sobbing  his 
heart  out  toda\-  wlien  I  had  to  leave  him  behind 
after  he  had  fallen  in  with  a  sijuad  of  ritlemen. 

There's  a  genuine  little  girl  who  is  our  friend, 
of  whom  I  am  even  fonder.  She's  a  refugee  kiddy 
of  about  thirteen  —  slim  and  i)retty  as  a  fairy, 
with  a  long  corn-gold  plait  of  hair  down  her  batk. 
As  soon  as  we  start  the  gramophone  going  she 


F 


-I 


I4^> 


LIVIN'(;    BAVOXKTS 


IHtps  noiMl(-sly  a^  a  si)lrit  thn^ugh  the  windov--; 
llun  niic  of  us  lil!  luT  a.ro»  the  sill  .m-i  shr 
sit>  on  our  km'o  with  lar  Kul-  hidden  shyly 
against    our    sliouUler^. 

Tni    at    i)ri^ent    nading    "riuUivcr'N   TrayeU." 
'Ihat    I  sh.aild  be  reading  lluni  in  sueh  dilTereUt 
.ireiinistanu>    from   any    ihat    Swill    eouM   have 
imagined    kindles    the   ait    of   writing   book>   into 
a  new  rom.inie.      I'o  he  rememher<-d  year.-,  after 
you   your-clf   have   forgotten,   to   have   men   pry- 
ing into  the  workings  of  a  brain  which  ha^  been 
dust  in  .1  shell  for  two  eenturie>.  is  a  ver\  <leunito 
kind  of  immortality.     1"o  be  forgotten        that  is 
what  we  m.ist  dread.     Never  to  have  happened 
would    not    matter;     but    to    have    happened,    to 
have  walked   the  world,  laughed,   loved,   er.-ated, 
and    then    to   be    treated   a.^    though    we    had.    umI 
happened,    there    lie>    the    sling    of    death.       The 
thought    of    exlinetioii    ut"fend.->    our    vanity;     wc 
had  thought  that  we  were   of  more   ion>equenec 
to    the    uni\er>e.      It  doesn't    eomfort    u>    to    be 
recalled    impersonally    in    the    mass,    as    the    men 
who    iapture<l    Vimy    or    thru.^t    the    Han    baek 
from    some    dangerous    objtetive.      In    ihe    ma^s 
we  sh;dl  go  down  through  hi-tory,  no  doubt,  Imt 
not    as    human    beings       i-nly    .is    heroes.      W  e 
w(;uld    rather   be   retailed   by   our   weaknesses-^ 
as  so-and-so  who  loved  a  certain  girl,  who  played 


a  uood   hand   of  poker,   who  overdre 
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nrcnunt.  Out  Ik  rc.  from  the  moment  3.  man 
{)laces  foot  in  Franec.  .he  anonymity  <if  death 
commenees.  Xo  one  caris  who  he  \va>  in  a  [>rf\  i- 
ous  world,  what  he  did  for  a  living,  whether  he 
wa^  a  failure  or  a  .success.  Xone  of  his  fornuT 
\irtues  stand  to  his  credit  except  as  they  contrib- 
ute to  his  soldier-life  of  the  proetit.  Xone  of 
us  talk  altout  our  pa^t ;  if  we  did.  our  cumpanv 
would  yawn  at  us.  Only  the  mail  arnMng  at 
irregular  inter\al>  keeps  us  in  knowledge  that 
we  once  had  other  jHrsonalities.  Letters  are  like 
ghosts  of  a  world  abandoned,  tiptoeing  through 
the  dream  of  a  sleejjer.  Between  \(iu  and  us 
there  is  a  great  gulf  lL\ed  -.  Xoi  that  we  re- 
sent it.  Sumeone  has  to  pay  a  price  for  tlie 
fature  safety  of  the  worhi;  out  of  all  the  ages  we 
tia\e  bei'u  <  ho^en  as  the  persons.  There  is  noifi- 
ing  to  resent.  (|uite  the  contrar\ .  Only  now 
and  then  creeps  in  the  seltlsh  longing  that  wt.- 
ma\-  be  remembered  not  as  soldiers,  but  as  what 
we  Were  —  in  our  weakness  as  well  as  in  our 
strength. 

"S'ouVe  in  a  country-place  where  I  have  not 
been  and  whii  h  T  cannot  picture.  I  ho[)e  you're 
all  enjoying  yourseKes.  There  ".s  no  need  to 
worry  on  my  account. 
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Ikanck 


Hl^IvK  I  ;ini  in  the  kind  oi  pl.uf  that  William 
M(irri>  wrote  about.     M^y  rwoin  i>  in  a  mona>Ury, 
Ironi  whieh  all  Init  two  ..l'  the  monks  have  lon,L: 
-~iine    tied,      'llie    nunnery,    in    whiih    the   re>t   of 
tile  oirnir>   an-   billeted,  wa..  long  >inee  vacated. 
A  saint  was  born  hire  and  there  u>ed  to  be  \n\- 
grimages  to  lii>  >hrine;    now  onl}'  tlie  two  monks 
remain  to  toll  the  bell,  play  the  organ  and  to  go 
througl-i  all  the  nligious  o])sir\anees.     The  walls 
<if  the  room   in   whi(  h    I  am   writing  are     overed 
with    illuminated    [irayers.      Pinned    on    the   door 
oul-ide   is   the    li>t    of  all    the   dutie>   for   the   day. 
I  rom  mv  window  I  ean  >ee  the  two  faithful  onts 
IKning   in   the   oviTgrown   gardt  n,  eounting  th.eir 
bead-,  murmuring  their  pr.iyer-  and  beha\  ing  in 
evt  r\  way  as  though  the  war  had  not  eommenceih 
Sueh    (K. -piling     of    external     happenings,     even 
though   it   be   nii>taken,   eall^    for  admiration  (*f 
>orts. 

The  countrv  is  lo\el\- and  green  now.  all  except 
tin-  immetliate  battledine.  birds  >ing,  llowers 
bloom  and  lleery  whiti'  iloud>  go  '.Iriiiing  over- 
head. ( )ne  takis  (hanee  baths  in  ehan^  e-found 
brooks  and  the  men  spread  their  tints  in  the 
meadows.  There's  rver)lhing  that  life  ean  otTer 
to  tempt  us  to  go  on  living  at  present.     There 
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are  moments  so  hai)pv  th.it   I  almost  wish  that 
you  eould  be  here  to  share  them. 

'i'oday  I'm  out  of  touch  -  no  letters  have 
arrived.  Perhaps  they  will  overtake  us  tomor- 
row. A  thrush  is  >inginjj;  in  the  mona>tery  gar- 
den and  the  ^low  blue  twilight  is  falling,  .\rin- 
gling  ;is  an  aecompaniment  to  the  song  of  the 
thrush  is  the  slow  continual  droning  of  a  [)lane. 
'I  he  reminders  of  war  are  persistent  and  inces- 
sant. Nevertheless,  in  spite  ni  war.  I  found  a 
strawberry  patch  this  afternoon  and  glutted 
myself. 

I  see  by  toda\'s  i^aper  that  a  racket  has  started 
on  the  Italian  front.  The  Central  Powers  are 
declaring  tl:cir  weakness  bv  striking  out  in  too 
many  directions.  We  give  and  we  give,  but  we 
never  break.  We're  waiting  for  America  and 
her  millions.  How  long  before  we  can  count 
on  them  to  help  us  to  attack? 

It's  extraordinary  how  the  belief  in  America 
has  grown.  First  of  all  we  said,  "She  has  come 
in  too  late."  then.  "She'll  help  us  to  win  more 
fjuickly";  and  now,  "We  nied  her."  If  America 
has  done  nothing  else,  she  has  strengthened  our 
morale  all  along  the  lint ;  we  light  belter  because 
we  know  that  she  is  behind  us. 

^  ou're  somewhere  where  the  world  is  Intensely 
quiet.  I  shall  think  of  you  where  the  world  is 
happy. 


1: 

•  m 

;l 


u 


1^0 


LIVIXC;   HAVOXETS 


LIV 


1^^ 


Tkanck 
June  20.   \')\9, 


I'M",  just  finished  reading  a  l)i,u  hauh  of  mail, 
iind  lia\e  had  dinner  and  now  sil  lool-.itig  oul  on 
llic  drmehrd  eountr\-  \vhi(  h  is  eoMTrd  with  a 
hha1)l)v  t-veninj;  sky.  In  the  diunh,  wliieh  ad- 
joins the  monastery  in  whieh  I  stay,  monks  are 
ehanting.  They  are  always  ih.uiting.  One 
wondirs  for  what  it  is  that  tlu\  i>ra\  ;  deeds  at 
anv  moment.  Ut  alone  the  pre-eiit.  are  so  mu(  h 
better.  I  (.an  pieture  what,  would  luii-pen  here 
if  the  C.ermans  eame.  I  have  eaughl  my.^elf 
thinking  of  Marie  Odelle;  our  seenery  is  similar 
to  that  pielured  in  the  i-lay.  .->( range  how  one 
goes  to  imagination  in  seareh  of  illustrations  of 
reality! 

^■ou,  at  your  end.  seem  to  have  been  having 
some  wildly  exciting  times  with  your  processions 
in  which  the  Kaiser  h;i>  been  publicly  done  away 
with.  It'r.  a  phase  which  all  ctjuntrie.-  g<i  through, 
I  sui)pose.  I'.ngland  ditl  at  the  beginning  of  the 
war.  but  now  we  entrain  for  the  I'ront  without 
bands  playing  and  do  our  best  not  to  attract 
attention.  \Ve're  a  little  a>hamed  of  arou>ing 
other  [teopde's  em()tii»ns  on  our  behalf.  All  we 
want  i.>  .1  "Cheerio  and  (iod  Bless  Vou.'"  for  our 
good-bye.  If  we  come  back,  it  will  be  '-jolly 
line";    and   if  we  don't  it's  "C'est  la  guerre"  — 
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\vc  shrug  our  shoulders.  In  cilhiT  event  we  see 
no  reason  wliy  the  feelings  should  be  luirrnwed 
of  those  who  stoj>  behind. 

Aft'T  a  series  of  \ery  early  morning  rises,  I 
h.i\e  been  picturing  to  niy>elf  the  day  when  I 
once  agair  wake  up  at,  the  Ritz,  with  a  (amou- 
flaged  foreigner  to  bring  my  breakfast  to  my 
pillow  and  then  leave  me  in  peace  till  twehe 
o'cloik.  I  wonder  now  why  I  I'Ver  left  my  bed 
in  peace  times  and  fmd  myself  marvelling  at 
niv  unneces>ary  energy.  The  French  patriot  who 
h.eld  receptions  and  diil  the  business  of  the  day 
while  sitting  in  a  bath  of  milk,  had  mastered  the 
art  of  life.  Unfortunately,  if  I  remember  rightly, 
he  was  made  a  glaring  example  of  sloth  by  being 
"done  in"   while  thus  plea>urably  occupied. 

I'm  off  to  do  mv  rounds  as  orderly  oflicer  now. 
My  sergeant  is  wailing,  so,  as  the  men  sa\'  "I 
must  ring  olT." 


?: 
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LV 

Ikanck 
Ju>:f  -\^,   iijsS 

lll'-RK  I  sit  on  a  summer's  evening  in  the  red- 
tiled  kitchen  of  an  old  farm-hou>e.  Immedi- 
ately under  the  open  window  to  my  right  i.->  the 
ine\itable  manure-heai>  -  the  si/e  of  which,  thev 
say.  denotes  the  e.xtent  of  the  farmer's  wealth, 
liarn-roofs,  ochre-red,  shine  vividly  in  the  pale 
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gold  of  thf  sunsil;    ill  thr  fiul  of  the  yard  the 
walls  fall  away,  .i^iving  the  glimp-o  of  an  orchard 
with     gnark-d,     liehfii-covfrtd     fruit-trees.       All 
kinds  .if  birds  arc  twitteriii.i:;  and  singing;    house- 
^\vallo\v^  dart    and   dive  a^ros^  ojun   -paee>.      In 
the  di>taiKe  the  ;^uns  are  hoonuni;.     War  allord- 
one  stran.^e  iontra>t^  of  si.t;ht  and   sound.      .Nnl 
nian>-  <'f   the   i)ea>ant.'^  ha\e   niowd   away;     they 
ha\c'  j^reat   faith   in  the   Canadians.     I'.very  now 
and  then  a  !     lorn  j^roup  will  come  trailing  <lown 
the    road    hetwien    the    hedges:     an    old    tuinhlc- 
down  carl,  drawn  1)\-  an  old  tumhle-down  lior-e, 
jiiled   and   pyramided   dan.mrou>ly   high   with  old 
tumlile-down  furniture.     The  peoplr  wlu)  accom- 
pany the  vehide  are  u>u.illy  ancient  and  tumhle- 
down  as  well.     They   make   me   recall   >()meone's 
docription    of    the    Iri>h    iinigrants    on    the    St, 
Lawrence,    travelling    with    "ragged    poverty    on 
their  l).ick>."     In  i(>ntra>l  with  the>e  few  >trag- 
L'lin"    fu'ritives,    hounded    1)\-    avaridous    tear.    i> 
ihv   calm   of   a   country   billowy   with   grain   and 
^o.  iablc  with  the  grinning  contentment  of  (juite- 
at  home   British  Tommies.      I'.xcrything   in   their 
alMfide    seems    to    as-ure    the    I'rent  h    pea>ant, 
'•l)on'l    worry,   old    dear.      We're    here.      Kvery- 
thing's  all  right."     I'"rom    barns  and   houses  and 
bi\ou.ii>  come  the  >ound.>  of  gramojihones.  play- 
ing -elections  from  (juite  the  latest  mu>ical  come- 
dies.    If  Vi.u  wander  back  into  the  lields  yuu  will 
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i'md  horsemen  goinj^  over  the  jump>,  men  jihiy- 
ing  l)a>ehall  and  ericket.  i>\u>.vv>  getting  e\iite<l 
over  tennis.     We  even  lulil  our  I  )ivi->i(.iial  Sport> 
♦.he   other    ilay    -    and    thi>    in    the    nlid^t    of    the 
•,var">    greate>t    olTen^ive.       'l'hi->     "Wrt     a     nv  . 
Kai>er"'   attitude  of    the   C.inadians    should   givi- 
vou  some  idea  of   the   e>teeni   in   wlii.  h   we   h<'ld 
tlu'   Hun.      Our  haik>   are   not  again-t   the   wall. 
We  >ti!l  have  both  the   tiini-  and  the  inelinati.-n 
t(i    he    sport-nun    and    tn    laugh.      I'm    >ure    the 
enemy,  grimly  oh>e»ed  hy  the  idea  nf  breaking 
«)ur    line,    never    allows    himself    a    m<mient    tor 
recreation,  and  I  should  think  his  i)alloon-ohsrrv- 
er>,  sp\ing  on  us  from  the  haski'ts  of  his  dist.mt 
sausages,   must   be  very  chagrined   by  our  frivol- 
itv.      The  paiKTS  say,  and  very  probably   they're 
right,   that   (lerman  >trategists  art-   far  ahead  oi 
those  possessed  by  the  Allies;    l.ait  our  men  have 
learnt  a  trick  worth  all  the  strategy        they  have 
learnt    to   laugh   both    in   su, ,  ess   and   adviTsity. 
In  this  war,  I  believe  we   shall  find    that  he  who 
has  ac(iuired  the  habit  of  a  light  heart  will  do  the 
laughing  last.     I  should  very  much  like  to  know- 
how  many  gramophones  travel  with  the  CJernum 
Tommies;    hardly  any.  Til  bet.     They  have  their 
bands  with  their  patriotic  music,  ketping  always 
before  the  men   the  singleness  of   their  purpose. 
'I"he  singleness  of   their  purpo>e   tires  them  out. 
Un  our  hide  of  the  line  patriotism  is  the  last  thing 
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you  luar  abuut.  Thank  (lod,  we've  go*  timi'  to 
fnr;^(t   it. 

\Vli(  !ic\(r  T  st;.rt  1r\ing  1<»  fxplaiii  to  ynu  tlie 
psychology  <t'  I'ur  lighting  nici'  I'm  always  i  on- 
s(  ious  thai.  cM'ii  whili-  Ttn  liUing  \iiu  tlic  abso- 
lute Irutli,  with  the  same  word^  I'm  creating  a 
wrong  imiire>>ioii.  lighting  men  aren't  magnil'i- 
cent  moxt  ..f  the  tinu';  th(  _\ 're  not  i(ieali>ts, 
they're  not  heroit .  \'er\'  often  they're  j)etly  and 
lyniial  and  cowards.  They're  only  magniluent 
and  ideali-ti(  and  Ik:  .ie  in  the  deii-ion  that 
brought  them  here.  an(i  in  the  Ki>t  supreme  mo- 
ment whi'n  they  bring  tluir  deu-i^n  to  fultdment. 

In  a  letter  I  reiei\i<i  from  r,iri>  tlie  other  day 
the  i)U//.le  of  tlu'  modern  >ol(Her  wa>  \ery  well 
e\j)res--i'd,  "I  <lon't  belie\e,"  it  said,  ''I  will 
e\er  gt  t  u>ed  to  the  courage  of  the  men  who  go 
on  and  on  with  thi>  terrible  game.  I'm  think- 
ing more  now  of  the  I'rench  and  the  Hril;->h 
soldier^,  who  are  mendeil  up  only  to  go  at  it 
again.  I  ne\'er  c<in  get  used  to  it  or  take  it  a^  a 
matter  of  course.  When  I  think  for  a  niinuie 
how  it  hurts  to  h.L\e  a  tooth  tilled  I  wonder  that 
all  till'  armie>  of  the  wtirld  don't  get  up  and  run 
awa\  from  each  other  of  one  accord  every 
one  who  i>n"t  a  hero  or  a  fool,  that's  to  say." 

When  I  think  over  th';  probU'm  calm.ly  I  have 
the  same  wonder.  I'hc  problem  was  so  neatly 
expressed    that    I    read    the   passage    out    to    the 
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mess.  Tluv  stiipj)C(l  in  a  round  of  jvikiT  to 
li^ton.  "Wfll,  whi^h  arc  wi-.'"  I  a^kid;  "Iutihs 
or  fi)i)l>>"  "lool^."  liu'V  >aiil  una;iinit)U>-l>-.  and 
tlun  \vt.nt  on  pl.iving  tlnir  haii.l>  a.^ain.  1  hcy'rc 
rij;ht;  wc  arc  :.n,\.-.  W'f'rc  urtainl}'  not  hrrots. 
Wi'Vc  fool>  for  a  kind  of  kinuih^ni  of  luavrn"> 
>akc'  l)Ul  wi.'  don"l  ad  liki-  tlu-  !ua\cn  pari  of 
il  any  more  than  wr  t.ilk  aliout  our  p  itrioti-in. 
Anv  mention  of  (.ilhrr  would   make  u^  :diuddrr. 

I  wonder  what  motive  Ijriuglil  tlie  heathen 
Chinee  to  the  Westirn  I'mnt.  Vw  \>vvu  told  that 
he  tame  that  he  mi^ht  Luy  foo(l  fop  hi-  laniily, 
because  there">  a  famine  in  China.  Maybe. 
IIi>  bri/n/.e  face  stare.>  up  nUo  our.  from  out 
the  green-gold  of  ihf  >tanding  wiieat  stares 
uj)  into  ours  with  the  inscrutable  ga/e  of  an  age- 
old  Bu.ldha.  IleV  the  one  human  being  on  the 
Western  Front  who  neither  by  acts  nor  words 
explains  hi>  nobility.  Nobility  there  mu.-.t  have 
been  to  induce  him  to  come;  no  rea>t)ning  crea- 
ture would  have  jeopardized  his  boiiy  out  of  lu-t. 

La>t  night  I  rode  beneath  a  full  white  moon  for 
miles  through  the  standing  crop>.  I  only  struck 
a  road  to  iTos>  it  and  say  good-bye  to  it  •  then 
on  and  on  with  the  soft  .-^wi.-h  of  the  sweUing 
stalks  again-t  my  stirrui)s.  Shall  we  recall  our 
old  panics  and  delights  if  we  live  to  reach  nor- 
maUty  again?  Will  normality  satisfy?  Shall  we 
be  content  to  know  that  all  the  hoard  of  the  future 
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y<':irs  is  ours?  In  a  word,  shall  \\v  (.-vcr  a.t,'ain 
desire  to  l»e  safe?  Questions  whicli  none  *)f  us 
ean  answer! 
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France 

Jtitir   ::.    loiS 

llF.RK'S  a  j^'lorious  June  nmrnin^  with  a  touth 
(if  (hill  in  the  air  and  a  j"lly  ;,'olil  sun  ^huotini; 
arrows  into  the  wluatrK'ld-.  The  chief  sound  I 
hear  is  tlie  rattling  of  head-chains,  for  the  drivers 
are  hard  at  work  sliiiu'ng  u[)  their  harness.  'I'liesc 
suniiuer  d.i_\  s  u,,  |,y  \ery  pleasantly,  but  they 
throw  one's  thouL'lits  hack  a  little  wistfull)  to  the 
Junes  of  other  years  esp.erially  those  in  whieh 
the  train  ranie  skidding  down  the  mount. lins 
from  Spokane  to  llie  ranch  and  the  lake.  All 
day.  from  lirst  waking  in  tlie  morning,  we  l)e,gin 
to  g.imhie  on  our  chances  witli  the  mail.  It 
arrives  any  time  l)etween  two  and  li\e  o'loek; 
the  evening  passes  in  reading  and  re-reading  our 
letters  and  coneoeting  re{)lies.  I  think  -ome 
letters  from  you  are  nearly  due  again  and  I'm 
hc)[)ing  for  one  tliis  afternoon. 

I  think  I  mentioned  tliat  our  haitery  has  a 
Freneh  Ijaln'  hoy  of  tliree  for  its  niaseot  just  at 
present.  He  has  tieen  christenecl  lUilIy  Heef,  hut 
for  what  reason  I  don't  know.  Bully  Heef  falls  in 
beside  the  Sergeant  Major  on  all  jjarades.     Dur- 
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in^  stahlis  he  inspects  tlu'  hor^f^,  tuddlin^  rovind 
till'  liiu  >  aii«l  han^iiiK  oti  to  the  Im^rr  <>t  an  ullu  cr. 
Tlu'  otlur  iia\  hf  l\ll  into  the  rivrr  whiK-  tlu- 
h(ir-r>  utTf  watcrini:.  Nn  mii'  iintirtii  hi.-,  dis- 
appraraiuc  foi  a  niinuti-  or  tv. u,  then  l;i'  was 
(li>i  DVcTcd  standing  nearly  i  liin-<k(|),  doini,'  a 
vt-ry  <|uii't  cry.  Ik'  was  ( niisukd  with  pcniui-s 
and  I  undfrlook  to  lead  him  up  to  hi>  niollur. 
'I'tu  ri'  arc  many  stories  about  Hull>-  Ik-el'.-  orii^in. 
Some  >.iy  that  his  father  is  a  rieh  Fntuhman 
alreadv  married;  other-  a  dead  {»uilu;  otlur>  a 
Ser^'iant  of  a  Highland  Division  whiih  was 
cnianiped  in  thi-  nei-ht)ourtiood.  lli>  mother 
i>  an  eX(eedin^'ly  pretty  I'rem  ii  ^'irl  and  >he  is 
not  married.  I  ean"t  help  leelim,'  that  Ikilly 
]Wt\  mu>l  he  half  Ikitidi,  for  he  i-n't  timid  like 
a  I'reruh  ehild.  On  the  (Dntrary,  he  hide-  in 
tile  hi'di^es  and  throws  ^tone^  at  us  when  he  is 
offended  and  has  a  tinely  exaimerated  .-en-e  of 
his  childish  dignity.  What  niemorie-  hell  iiavc 
when  he"-  become  a  man. 

There  wa-  another  character  I  mentioned  in  a 
pre\iou-  letter  I  called  liim  ■' liattliii.i.;  Iko-.sn" 
—  the  chap  has  I).  S.  ()."-  and  Milit.iry  Cro-.-es 
with  liar-  to  th.em  and  delight-  in  jiutting  on 
raids.  I'm:  ^inie  fouml  that  he  cut-  a  notch  in 
his  revolvt-r  for  c\ery  Hun  he  has  killed  with  it. 
His  pre-ent  weapon  ha^  eighteen  notihe-  vind 
the  wooden  handle  ul  the  lirst  is  notched  to  picecs. 
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It's  rofrcshinc^  to  find  a  man  on  our  side  of  the 
liiH-  wli.i  knows  how  to  hate.  If  we  had  hated 
more  at  the  l"ir--t.  the  war  would  be  ended.  Per- 
sonally I  ean  only  hate  ideas  and  nations  -  not 
jierson^;  I  acknowledge  this  as  a  weakness  in 
mysi'If. 

I  don't  lliink  any  of  us  rea!i/.c  quite  how  mueh 
war  has  (ham:ed  us.  partiruhirly  in  our  relations 
to  si'.x.  Women  had  ^rown  ili^eontented  with 
hein;^  wi\(-  and  mother-,  and  had  proved  that 
in  many  d(j)artnv  nts  they  eouM  eonipete  with 
men.  This  ( onipctition  was  ri'>pon>iljle  for  a 
^rowin;'  di-rc-peet .  .Men  were  heL^inniriL;  to 
treat  women  in  a  way  they  demanded  as 
thouuh  they  were  men.  Women  wi-re  ht'irinnini; 
to  regard  men  with  a  f|uiet  ^ex-tontempt.  It 
looked  a>  if  chivalry  and  all  that  made  for  knight- 
hood were  at  .m  end.  Then  (ame  war.  eallint^ 
men  to  a  sa.iriliie  in  which  women  had  no  >hare 
-  could  not  share  because  the\-  were  pliy-ically 
incapable  of  t'mhtin^  and  women  to  the  onlv 
contribution  tlu}'  could  makt'.  mcrc_\-  and  mother- 
hood. We'\e  been  iIuul;;  back  on  our  j)rimal 
diiTeremes  and  virtues.  War  ha-^  cut  the  knotted 
sex-emancipation;  we  stand  up  toda\'  a->  ele- 
mentally mail'  and  female  as  when  tiie  (i.irden  of 
Kden  \\a>  depojmlated.  Amon,L:>l  our  li^htin^ 
men.  women  actually  hold  the  jilace  which  was 
allotted  to  iheni  In'  idealists  in  troubadour  times. 
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Mothers  and  sisters  and  sweethearts,  remembered 
at  this  distance,  have  made  all  women  sacred. 
A  new  medievalism  and  ascetii'i>m  luive  >prun,i; 
out  of  our  modern  tragedy,  en.uted  heneath  the 
sea,  on  the  land  and  in  the  clouds.  The  trai;edy, 
while  modern  to  us,  is  actually  the  olde.-t  in  the 
world  —  merely  death. 

It's  eve  nine;  now.     Xo  letter  from  home  came 
this  afternoon. 
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1  AM  now  a*  'hed  with  two  i^uns  to  the  infantry 
on  a  sjK'cial  ji/o.  I  li\e  with  the  batlali(jn  — 
speak  about  ''our  battal.  n,"  in  fact  and  >hare 
quarters  with  the  Trench  Mortar  otluer.  The 
country  is  ^reen  and  fra;,'rant  with  do^-ro-e-,. 
The  <!ead  have  been  gathered  up  and  lie  in  little 
scattered  graveyards.  Our  living  men  spread 
their  blanket^  between  the  mounds  and  at  night 
hang  their  e-iuipment  on  the  crosses.  War  rol)s 
men  of  ;dl  fiar  of  the  supernatural  or  is  it  that 
the  dead  have  become  brothers? 

One  writes  a  ilescription  of  battlefields  today 
and  it  is  untrue  tomorrow.  Everything  h;'.s 
changed   in   the  pa>t  year.     Siege  warfare,   with 
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(le([)  trcnchi'S  and  puns  in  positions  of  observa- 
tion, is  becoming  more  rare;  we  are  mt^re  mobile 
now  and  see  more  of  the  countrv.  I  believe. 
l)efo'-f  many  months  are  out.  llie  dream  of  evirv 
gunner  along  the  Western  I'ront  will  have  e^me 
tnu-  and  we  ^hall  be  firing  at  tlu-  enemy  over  opt'ii 
sights  and  coming  into  action  oii  the  gallop. 
It  will  be  f.ir  more  .-i)orting  an>l  exciting.  'I  he 
Treiuh  Mnrtar  olVicer  with  whom  I  am  living 
rcnuiiiber-.  that  kind  of  wo-k  in  the  early  da}-, 
wlun  my  battery  was  still  tiring  on  the  enemy 
while  the  Ilun  was  b;iyonetin_:  the  I)atteries 
behind.  He  li;is  a  great  tale  of  how  he  canu'  right 
through  the  enemy  without  knowing,  bringing 
up  with  him  a  precious  load  of  small-arms  ammuni- 
tion to  his  (icneral.  wlio  was  (ut  oil  bv  the  enemy. 
He  and  hi^  live  men  were  given  ritles  .mil  together 
with  the  waifs  and  -trays  of  many  broken  regi- 
ments held  tile  line  again-t  the  ad\ance  on 
("alai-.  Experiences  such  as  that  are  worth  living 
for;  I'm  hopeful  that  before  I  take  olT  khaki  I 
ma\-  be  in  something  of  the  kind. 

\'ou  needn't  think  of  me  any  more  at  least 
for  the  jire-enl  as  living  in  l)ea>tliness  and 
corruption.  I  dan-say  the  country  where  I  am 
is  alnn)sf  as  beautiful  as  where  you  are  spending 
your  holidays.  The  Hun  di<l  the  .\llies  a  good 
(urn  when  he  advanced,  for  he  shoved  u-  back 
out  of  the  tilth  of  three  years'  lighting  into  clean- 


LIVING   BAVOXETS 


i6i 


ncss.  One  can  see  deserted  rotta,;,'es  with  tlu-ir 
gardens  full  of  llowers  and  ^'rccn  w()(id>  shaking 
their  plumes  against  l)Iue  skies.  At  one  of  i>ur 
halts  the  men  did  themselvo  \irv  well  witli 
baskets  of  trout;  they  taught  the  tn.ut  l)y  tiu- 
simple  expedient  of  Hinging  bombs  into  the  river. 
The  concussion  killed  the  tish  and  thev  lloated 
to  the  surface. 

For  the  present  that  is  all  my  news. 
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1  AM  delighted  to  sec  that  every  day  the  proph- 
ecies I  made  in  "Out  To  Win"  are  coming  true. 
The  attack  that  the  .\mcricans  put  on  on  July 
4th  is.  to  my  mind,  one  of  the  most  sigin'licant 
things  that  has  happened  yet.  The"r  battle-iry. 
"Lusitania. "  say>  everything  in  one  word  nn\- 
cerni.i.,  their  pur{)o>e  in  coming  to  France.  If  I 
were  a  Hun  I  sh(nil<I  find  it  more  terrifving  than 
the  m()>t  astounding  statements  vi  armaments 
and  men.  I  can  picture  the  enemy  in  those  old 
shell-holes  of  the  Sonime  that  I  know  so  well. 
It's  early  morning  and  a  low  white  mi.-t  steals 
ghost-like  over  that  vast  grave-yard,  where 
crumbling  trenches  and  broken  enUmglements 
mark  the  resting-places  of  the  dead.  The  enemy 
would    be   sleepy-eyed    with   his    long   vigil,    but 
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with  the  vanishin,!,'  of  nifrht  he  would  fancy 
himself  >afc.  Suddenl)-.  liurled  ihiou^'h  the  dawn, 
(i'iiie>  the  (TV  "Lun'tania:"  It  inu.-l  have 
MiuiHlcd  h'ke  the  \-oi(i-  ot  coii-cientc  the  old 
and  l)oa-ted  -in  for  whii  h  medals  were  ->tru(k. 
the  infamy  d  \\hi(h  wa-^  worn  a>  a  dei  oral  ion. 
ri-iiik'  out  of  the  [la-t  to  e\:u  t  -ulYerin;^  for  >uffer- 

inu.  panic    lor  |)aiiie,  hi I   for  hluod.      Whorver 

(hii-e  that  battle  (T)-  was  a  poet  he  >;nd 
everything  in  the  sh(.rte>t  and  mi.-t  remenih,  ral.le 
w.iy.  Anieriia  i-  in  Irani  e  to  act  a>  the  revenL:e 
of  (i(»(l.  She  ha>  .-ulTered  in  the  -piril  what 
IVanee  has  sutYered  in  the  iK.di;  tlirou^di  heinu' 
in  l-ranee  .--he  ha>  Karrit  frnm  the  I'reneh  the 
justice  (it  pas>ionate.  puni-hini;  hate.  I  tan 
think  th.at  sonuwh-'*-''  henealh  the  Atlantic  the 
l)o(iie>  of  murdered  ihildrcn  >al  up  at  thai  ir\-; 
1  can  heh\'\e  that  the  siiul^  of  ilirir  mother-,  uriit 
o\er  the  top  with  tlm-e  Ameriuin  hn\>.  "  lai-i- 
tania!""  The  white  hot  an^'ir  of  >  hi\alry  wa^  in 
the  I  ry. 

^  (\^.  and  we,  too.  .ire  learnin,!^'  to  hate.  For 
\e.irs  wi'  h.i\e  he-i'.ited  to  doLrnKiti-e  .1-  to  which 
side  (i-h1  fa\-our>;  Imt  now.  ^im  e  ho-pital^  haxc 
been  Iiomhed  and  the  women  wlio  eame  to  nur-e 
u>  havi'  been  -l.uiLditi  red.  ("romwelJ\  reliu'ious 
arrogance  has  taken  po->e>.-ion  of  our  lirart- 
"Let  (lod  ari-e.  and  K't  IIi,^  enemie.-  be  scattered."' 
When  it  was  only  we  men  who  were  wounded  and 
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kilkd  by  the  Hun  we  could  .iITorI  to  regard 
hiin  with  an  anui>ed  tolerance,  but  now  — .  This 
is  how  we  have  chant^^ed:  we  should  welcome  our 
chance  to  kill  at  close  (juarters  antl  to  forget 
mercy.  Tlii>  time  last  year  we  were  i)roU!i  to  say 
that  we  had  no  pergonal  aniniosit\-  for  the  indi- 
vidual Ciernian;  it  sounded  so  strong  and  iin- 
jKirtial.  We  don't  feel  that  way  now;  can't  feel 
that  way.  At  last,  betause  of  s)ur  women  who 
are  dead,  we  have  learnt  the  magnanimity  of 
h.'itrrd.  (lermany  li.is  entered  a  new  j)hase  of 
till'  war  a  phase  whic  h  her  j)ersistent  brutality 
has  created.  She  will  lind  no  more  smiling  faces 
on  our  siile  of  Xo  Man's  Land  when  >lie  lifts  u{) 
he.  liand>.  shouting  "Karnerad!"  We  are  n(jt 
her  comrade-;  we  never  shall  be  ag.ain  so  long  as 
(»ur  ra(e-memor\-  lasts.  Like  Cain,  the  brand 
of  nnir<!er  i-  on  her  forehead  and  the  hand  of 
ivery  living  creature  is  against  her.  When  she 
ple;id>  with  u>  ht-r  common  hum.initw  we  will 
an-wer  '"  Lu-itanial "  and  charge  across  the 
(loJLrotha^  and  the  mi>f^  of  the  dawn,  driving  her 
into  obli\ion  with  the  bayonet.  Xo  truth  of  the 
spirit  which  her  voii  t-  utters  will  ever  be  truth  for 
u<  again,  h  has  taken  four  ye.irs  to  teai  li  u> 
our  le>>on;  we  were  slow;  we  gave  quarter;  but 
we  ha\e  learnt. 
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I'VE  rcturncfl  from  hcinK  with  the  infantry  and 
am  hack  with  my  battery  now.  Tor  the-  m-xt 
few  (lays  I  vhall  (jrobably  be  out  of  touch  witii  my 
inc  niiiiii;.,'  mail. 

1   liave  spoken  several  timi-s  to  you  a!)out   the 
tot  ot  war;    how  it  ai  knowledges  one  (hief  virtue 

coura|,'e.  .\  man  may  be  a  poet,  painter,  may 
speak  with  the  ton,L,'ue  of  angels  Imt,  if  he  has 
not  courage,  he  is  a^  bounding  bra>s  or  a  tinkling 
(ymbal.  The  other  day  I  was  accidentally  the 
witness  to  the  promulgation  of  a  ( nurt-martial. 
'i'he  man  was  an  ollicer;  he  had  been  sentenced 
to  be  shot,  l)Ut  the  order  had  been  changed  to 
cashiering.  There,  in  the  sunlight,  all  his  brother 
ofticers  were  drawn  up  at  attention.  Across  the 
lields  the  men  whom  he  had  commanded  were 
playing  baseball.  He  was  led  out  bare-hea<Ietl. 
The  sentence  ;ind  .he  crime  for  which  he  had 
bein  .sentenced  were  read  aloud  to  him  in  an  un- 
steady voice.  When  that  was  ended,  an  olVicer 
stepped  forward  and  stripped  the  buttons  ar<l  the 
badges  of  rank  from  his  uniform.  It  was  like  a 
funeral  at  which  his  honour  was  buried.  Under 
an  escort,  he  was  given  "Right  Turn,"  and 
marched  away  to  meet  the  balance  of  life  that 
remained.     In  peace  times  he'd  have  been  reck- 
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oner!  a  decent-looking  chap,  a  little  smart,  hut 
handsome    -the   kind   of   kllow   of   whom   some 
mother  must  have  been  proud  and  whom  probably 
at   least   one  girl   loved.     A   tall   i  h.ip,   too       six 
foot  at  le.ist.     I  see  him  standing  in   the  stron;^ 
sunlight,  white-faced  and  dumb        better  dead 
(lespi>ed.     His  fate  w.is  the  fate  which  many  of 
us  feared  before  we  put  on  khaki  when  the  call 
^lr^t   eame.     We   had    feared    that   we   might   not 
be  able  to  stand  the  test  and  might  be  shot  behind 
the  lines.     How  and  why  we  can  stand  it,  we  our- 
selves cannot  say.    It  wa.>  all  a  gamble  at  the  start. 
Here  wa>  one  man  who  had  failed.     The  arithmetic 
of  his  spiritual  values  was  at  f.iult:  he  had  chosen 
bitter  life  when  death  would  h.ive  l)een  splendid. 
This   must   all   sound    very   strange   to   you   in 
your  environment.     Where  you  are  honour  and 
life  are  safe.     Perhaps  I  should  not  intrude  such 
scenes  upon  you. 


LX 

Fran'ct: 

July  i;,   iji^ 

1  HK  mail  has  just  come  U{)  to  us.  The  ru.nner 
stu(k  hi.>  head  into  the  hole  in  tlie  trench  where 
I  live  and  >hoved  in  a  pile  of  letters.  "How  many 
for  me!-'"  I  a.■^ked.     '"AH  of  them,"  he  s.iiil. 

I'm  all  alone  ut  the  battery,  the  Major  having 
gone   forward    to   reconnoitre  a   position   and   all 
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the  (itlu-r  MihaltiTn-  hcin;;  a\va\'  .)n  ilutRS  — so 
l'\f  h.nl  .1  ([uicl  tinn-  hrnw.-ini;  throu'^'h  mv 
t  orropiiiidciii  r.  A  IIuii  (at  ^its  at  tlic  top  of 
the  (!mu'  out  ai  ro--,  tlu'  trciuh  a.iiil  t)li!i!^>  at  nic. 
\\\'  fouml  liiiii  oil  the  po-iiion.  IIi''>  I'ai  ani 
slt-rk  aii'l  plau-iMc-IookiiiL,'.  I  laii't  LTct  it  out  of 
my  iiiinil  th.it  lu'-  kept  up  hi>  >trrn,L'th  !)\-  Iiattcn- 
iiiL;  oil  tlu'  (orp-rr-  of  hi  >  fornur  owm  r-.  IJctuiia 
till'  l:uii->  tlitic  arc  two  L:ta\t>;  oul-  to  an  unknown 
Hriti^h   anil    the   othiT    to   an    unknown    (icrinan 

.-.MilT. 

'I'hr  liattK-ia  III  it-cIf  ^trl.•ll,  hc.-^  away  all  hilluwy 
with  hay  for  niiks  am!  nn'h--.  When  a  pulf  of 
wiml  1jK(W>  ai  ro>s  it,  it  ru.>tk-,  hkc  iire.  Tlic  .^idcs 
of  the  lriiuhi>  are  ga}-  with  popjiies  aivl  eorn- 
tlowiTs.  'I'he  kirk>  >iw^  iniIu>lriou-l\-  overhead  .md 
ahove  them,  hke  the  iiuni  of  a  swarm  of  l^'es,  pa.-s 
the  iightini:  pkmes.  Miles  to  tlie  rear  I  ean  liear 
the  strifi'  of  hands,  pki}ini;  their  lialtah'oiis  uj)  to 
the  line.  A  l)ra\e,  (|ueer,  iKitlling  world!  If  one 
Ii\es  to  he  old.  he  will  talk  about  ihe.-e  da\>  and 
piTsuade  liim>elf  thai  he  lonus  to  he  haek,  if  the 
time  ever  mnu'S  when  life  has  lo>t  it>  ehallenge. 

The  Hun  (loe>n"t  >i'eni  to  be  a>  fri>ky  as  he  aus 
in  Mareh  and  April.  Now  thai  he">  (juieting 
down,  wc  begin  to  lose  «jur  haired  and  lo  speak 
of  him  more  tolerantly  again.  iJul  whatever 
may  be  >aid  in  his  defence,  he's  a  na.-t}-  fellow. 
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Since  I  -tartf'i  this  letter  Tve  dined,  done  a 
lot  i)l'  work.  \v. itched  ;i  murvellnus  sunset  and 
recei\e'l  (irder>  t.i  pii-h  up  fnrw.ird  wry  early  in 
thi'  niornini:.  I  ■>hall  [>rol)al)ly  -end  \i>u  a  line 
fr.mi  the  ().  P.  The  mystery  ni  iiiu'lit  has  -tttled 
down.  Round  the  western  rim  of  tlie  hnri/un 
iheie  i-^  ^till  a  st.iin  of  red.  I'nder  tlie  du-^k, 
lini!)er>  and  patk  hur-ivs  craul  almi;^  niud  trails 
and  sunken  ruads.  We  become  jxjpulous  when 
niLdit  has  fallen. 


LXI 

Tkancf 
July  17,   i(;i8 

1  OXUillT  brought  a  great  wad  of  American 
I)ai)er-.  What  a  time  America  is  having  all 
shouting  anil  anticii>ation  of  glory  without  any 
su<i)ici(jn  of  the  ui-t.  W<ir'--  line  when  it's 
khaki  and  <lrums  on  lifth  A\-enue  if  it  wa-n't 
tortured  bodie>.  broken  heart>  and  blin<ied  i  ye>. 
Where  I  am  the  dead  lie  thick  beneath  the  mxI; 
[)oj)pic>  i)our  like  blood  acro>^  the  landscape  and 
corntl(»wers  stand  tall  in  Mnket~  empt\-  of  eyes. 
The  inscrij)tion  '"Unknown  Soliiicr"  is  written 
on  many  crosses  that  grow  like  weed>  from  the 
shell-holes.  All  the  feet  that  marche<l  away 
with  shouting  now  lie  silent;  their  owner.->  have 
e\-en  lo-t  their  names.  Could  death  (.lo  more? 
Where   I    live   at   present   everything   is   blasted. 
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stagnant,  dcciyrd,  nioro-t'.     \V.ir">  a  line  spcctai  le 
fur  thosf  will,  (inly  ( iuir  I'rdm  tlic  |i,i\tintiit. 

It  i^i't  that  I'm  an^rry  with  jicii,],.  tur  ><  i/ini^ 
life  aii<i  l.c'ing  gay.  \V(  "re  ga>-  out  hrrv  I.ut 
\v."\c  carncil  tin-  right.  Maii\-  n\  u-  arr  happier 
th.in  \vr  t\(r  wen-  in  our  h'\(-  \\li\-  iK.t;^  ["or 
the  hr-l  linn-  utVc  ijuitc  -urc  (Acr)-  ininuti'  ni  ihc 
•  lay  that  ui-'rc  .h.in-  ri-lu.  Ami  that  ( crt  u'niv 
i-  the  Miily  ex,  u-f  for  !.(  ing  liap])y  while  the  I'Vunt- 
line  i>  .>uli'fring  thi'  turturo  u\  A\c  ilamiinl. 

I  lanu'  (l.iwn  thi-,  nmrning  from  doing  forward 
wiirk;     it    ha-    Ihiu    raining    in    torrent-   ai.<l    the 
trendie-.    were    aua>h.      I     -leep    tonight     at     the 
liattery  and   tomorrow   T  go  forward  a-ain.      It's 
reall)    gnat   fun   forward  uhm  it'-  l";ne.      All  <lay 
you  wall  h  the  Hun  (ountry  f.ir  >ign-  of  moNenuiit 
iuul  >n\\n-  hi>  -up])ort  trem  lu'-  and  l»aek  country, 
lar   away   on    tlie    hori/on    you  wati  n  plume-  of 
smoke  trail  from  the  (  himuey.-,  of  hi-  town-,  and 
try  to  guess  !u'.-  intention.-,  and  plan-      War'.-,  tlie 
greate-t  uame  of  the  intillect   \v\   invented;   very 
little  ol  it-  success  today  is  due  to  hrute  -trength. 
It  .-.  night  now.      I'm  -itting  in  my  -In.  t->leevis, 
writing   I.y    tlu-    light   of   a   cainlle   in    an    empty 
bottle.      .\  row  i-  LToing  on  out-ide  as  of    '  armed 
men    falling   duwn.-tairs,"    to   borrow   Stevenson's 
phrase.      It's    really    more    like    a    d*>/,cn    cele.-tial 
cat-    with    kettles   tit'd    to   their    tail-.      I    wonder 
what  (,o(l   thinks  of  it  all;    e)f  all   the  king>.   He 
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alorif  i.^  siK'iit  and  takes  no  >i<ie-;.  notwiili-tanilin'^ 
the  Kai-'i-r'-.  '■  Mo  uu<\  (.'itt.'" 

My  j"IIy  link'  major  ha<  ju-t  lookril  ..p  to 
suu'u'i'-t  that  tlic  war  wnn'i  In-  cnilcil  until  all  Jic 
wurld  i>  unilcT  arnih.     Hl''>  a:.  uj)tiini-l. 
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M  up  forward.  si'Mng  on  a  hank.  Inukini,'  at  the 
Hun  country  throu'di  a  hedge.  I  know  _\.iu"d 
give  anything  to  he  with  me.  In  front  there's  a 
hig  curtain  i>f  .-ea-gray  sky.  against  w  hi(  h  planis 
crawl  Uke  llii  .\  Inautiful  half-moon  look.s 
down  at  nie  with  the  tragic  face  of  Harle(juin. 
Far  away  ai  r()>s  a  plain  furrowed  hy  .^hell-lire 
the  spires  and  domes  of  cities  in  the  captured 
territory  >hine.  Like  .dl  forhidden  lands,  tlu  re 
are  times  when  the  Hun  country  look->  e.\(jui.-itely 
and  unreally  heautiful,  as  though  it  were  tempting 
us  to  cross  the  line. 

I've  just  left  olY  to  watch  a  sfjuadron  of  enemy 
phuus  whicli  have  l)een  attempting  to  get  across 
to  our  side.  Ilverything  has  opened  up  on 
them;  ma*,  hine-irun-^  are  spouting  their  luminou.s 
trails  of  tracer  bullets;  archies  are  hur-ting  little 
cotton-wool  clouds  i)f  death  between  them  and 
their  desire.     They  evidently  belong  to  a  circus. 
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like  ^'rc;it  ^ull-  lo  whom  the  .lir  i-  native.  Ah. 
ii..\v  tli.y"vi-  -ivcti  il  up  aii.l  arc  ^oin,:^  horiir 
tlr.v.irtcd.  I  w.iii'lir  uh.il  the  [)')<>r  <>\'\  inooti 
think>  of  all  tin -e  antio  ami  turmoil  in  tlu- 
(juni.iin  whith  lia^  biiii  lur-  ali-nlutrly  lor  ») 
iiiaiiy  acon^  of  iiii^ht--. 

The  horrililr  aii<l  tlu"  Ixautllwl  Mending  in  an 
i'(Sta~v,  that  i-  what  war  i-  today.  -Ml  oiir'- 
scnx's  arc  unnaturally  sharpi'iK-d  for  the  apprcri.i 
tion  of  both  happiiu'-s  ami  iviin.  \on  walk  down 
;i  roa<l  whi  re  a  -lull  fell  a  minute  a^o;  tlie  quc-tion 
always  in  yuir  mind  i-.  '-Why  wa<n"t  I  tlu  re;'" 
"S'ou  >liru^  your  >lu)uldrr-  and  -mile,  "I  rn.iy  \>c 
there  nr\t  tinu'"'  and  Ixiui  all  your  energies 
toward>  Inini:  nuTry  today.  The  threat  ot  the 
eml  i-'  verv  provoc  ati\'i'  of  inten>ity. 

It's  nearlv  dark  now  and  I'm  writini;  by  the 
moonli.L'ht.  ( )iu'  mi.^hl  imaL;ine  th.il  the  angels 
were  ha\int,'  pillow-lights  in  their  l)edroom>  by 
the  row  thal'^  g"ing  on  in  the  ^ky.  Aiul  thire 
was  a  time  wlu'n  the  oeea.'-ional  trollr_\-  lieneath 
my  window  u-etl  to  keep  me  awakt'  at  nii^'hi: 

'5  A.M.  Tlie  letters  eame  la.-t  ni;^ht.  Vou  may 
imaLMiu-  the  i)laee  in  whieh  I  read  them  lyimz  on 
a  kind  of  eolVm-helf  in  a  Hun  du,t,M)Ut  with  the 
usual  buz/ing  of  battened  tlie>  and  the  usual  -mell 
aiuI  snorinj;  of  an  unwa-hed  H.  C.  party.  How 
good  it  i- to  receive  letter>:  they're  the  only  future 
we    have.      After    I'd    sent    the    runner   down    to 
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the- l.atUTV  I  luul  to  K'>  f"rw:inl  to  a  C.omorrh.i  ut 
iMkn  roni',.  whuh  ^taml.  almo-t  .u,  ih.  niur  ul 
No  M.tn-.  Lami.  Sta-n.mt  ^lull  l.  .K-.  raiu. 
iv...,!-  ihrHh-.urof.KMth  layallahoul  .nr  .n.l 
.,,„„„    ,1,,    hnri/.m    tlu'    llun    liar.,    an.l    r.Hkri^ 

.lan.nl  an  inM-i-H  ji^  '"  }">  ^^'^'"'^  ''"'  ""'  !^ 
„„l,.l  w.  shall  nr.~.  tlu-^c  ni.ulU-  Mran^c  a.  .t 
.u.n.ls.  wo  -hall  U'l  t'.uk  ">'  th.  tn  with  wist- 
tuhu-.  an.l  u'Arci.  Our  s.,ul.  will  nc^.r  a,an, 
hri.tk-  with  thr  >amr  panir  of  uriuran-l  .larn.i^. 
\\\-  .iiall  l.e-comc  cahn  uUow.,  nllin.^  out  uur 
wai.lroal.  to  a  o.ntcntnl  r.,iumlit>  ;  no.mru.ll 
Mi.v.  that  uc  w.rc  om.  th.  nrst  n^ihting  troups 

,.f  the  r-uropoan  onk-pit.     Wc-  >hall  ar^u.  th.n 
,vhm-  to.lav  wotrik...     \Vc  >hall  hav.  to  pre .u  h 

to  nuikc  men  K 1.  whcTc.a>  tu.lay   wo  olub  vkv 

into  >iupor.     Wo  >hall  mi.,  tlu-^'  n.^ht.. 

I  .lanoo  up  from  my  pa.^o  an.l  ua/.o  out  through 

tho  narr..w  ^lit  lr..m  whhh  I  ol>~orvo.     I  >oo  tho 

char    scarlet     p..ppic.    >lHnin;;    .Kwy     anu.lt.K. 

voUow     .lamlolions     ami     wiM     ox-y.,1     .la.Mo... 

i  am  vorv  happv  thi.  morning.     Tho  w.^rM  >o.-ms 

.,  ,,,,!  piaec     I'-or  tho  momont  I  havo  ovon  :.MVon 

ox^r  aoto.tin^  the  Hun.     With  Uuk.  I   toll  my- 

.clf    1  shall  >it  in  ..1.1  guMlons  again  an.l  r.a.l  the 

ol.l  volume.,  an.l  laugh  with  the  .an>o  dear  po..plc 

that  I  u.cd  tu  luvc.     With  luck  -  but  when.^ 
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* V  V.'RE  all  sitlinR  round  the  tahk-  studying 
ii.:,  -.  of  the  intirc  \\\'>tern  I'ront  and  pr()[)hesy- 
ii.'  thi-  rapi<l  downfall  of  tlu-  Ilun.  It's  too  early 
i't  ' -■  optinu'slic,  hut  things  an-  goinj^  cxccik'ntly 
an  i  'hv  Anurican  wiight  is  alrt.ul}-  ht'ginninj^  to 
\)v  fell.  It  may  take  two  yi'ar^  to  reach  the 
Kiiine,  hut  we  >hall  get  there.  I'ntil  we  <io  get 
t!\ere.  I  don"t  think  wc  shall  he  content  to  stop. 
We  m>'.y  not  all  he  ahove  grc.und  for  the  end; 
1  111  ])ei  pie  who  art'  like  us  will  he-  there. 

M-  hat'iian  has  ju<t  returneil  to  the  guns  from 
thf  .vago'i  lini's.  hringing  me  two  letttT.->  and  a 
po-t  card.  They  were  moA  welntnie.  After  riad- 
ing  tluMi  I  went  out  into  the  moonlight  to  walk 
o\-er  to  the  guns.  and.  >ut'h  is  the  nature  ot  this 
lountry,  thougli  the  journey  wa-  only  joo  yard>.  I 
liKt  ni\-rlf.  I'.verything  that  wa-  once  a  land- 
in. irk  i>  levelled  t1at  there's  nodiing  hut  .-^hell- 
holivs  co\-ereii  with  tanirled  gra>>.  h,irhi<l  wire, 
e.\l)Ioded  >!iell(a-e>  and  grave-.  I  <  .in  quite 
undiT-tan<i  I'ow  men  h.i\c  wamleriii  t  lean  across 
No  .M.in'-  I..ind  and  found  them.-il\e>  the  guests 
of  the  I  lun. 

1  think  1  onie  mentione<l  the  man  we  have 
cooking  for  our  me---  .it  present  how  he  was 
no  good  as  a  cook  until  I  got  word  that  his  wife 
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had  been  dww  '  in  Canada;  his  grief  seemed 
to  uivi'  him  a  i.  pride  in  him>elf  an<i  since  his 
(H-a>ter  our  im-a!  have  t)een  excellent.  This 
morning  I  I'ound  a  i  urious  dm  ument  on  my  tahle. 
which  r.m  a~.  follows:  "Sir,  I  k.tn'l  coi  k  with- 
out >tuf  to  cock  with."  1  WHS  at  a  lo>s  to  dis- 
cover it>  meaning  lor  M.me  time.  Why  couldn't 
he  cock?  Why  >hould  he  want  to  cock?  I  low 
does  one  cock?  And  whether  he  could  or  couldn't 
cock,  why  should  he  worry  me  about  il.^ 

Then  the  widower  presented  him>clf,  standing 
sooty  ami  forlorn  in  the  trench  out>ide  the  niess. 
The  my^tiTy  wa>  cleared  u[). 

The  mc.--cart  is  ju>l  up.  and  I'm  going  to  sen<l 
this  olT,  that  it  may  reach  you  a  day  earlier. 


LXIV 


I'M  sitting  in  my  "summer-hou>e"  in  the  tnnch. 
One  side  i>  unwalled  and  exi)o>ed  to  the  weather; 
a  curtain  of  camouflage  stretdu-  <'Ver  thi'  front 
and  d;>gui>e>  the  fact  that  I  am  'in  roidtnce." 
For  ihe  last  twenty-four  hour-.  it'>  been  raining 
like  mad.  blowing  a  hurricane  and  thundering 
as  though  all  the  clouds  had  a  >nee/ing  fit  at 
once.  Vou  can  imagine  the  state  of  the  trenches 
and  mv  own  drowned  condition  when  I  returned 
lu  the  battery  thi.--  morning  from  my  tour  ot  duty 
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up  front.  It  Sfcm-  harilly  rrf(lit)lt'  that  in  so 
>h'irt  a  time  nni'l  loiiM  htnoint-  -o  niU'My.  Hdw- 
fvir,  I  u--ual!y  manairr  to  cniny  niy^clf.  ^'l■-t('r- 
(I:i\-  uhilf  at   the  ( >.   P.   I   \v:u\  a  rippini,'  Iiook  hv 

()'  willi  almost  n<'t  ijuitc  the  'rhom;is 
11  ri!y  toU(  1).  It  \va>  i  allt<l  "  Tlii'  Sliij)  <if  Star<." 
ari'l  ua-  piiMi-lnfl  in  iScjij.  WIk  re  it  laiN,  when 
(dinparcd  with  Ilafiiy.  i^  in  thr  thinm--.  nt  its 
story  anil  unnality  >■>{  il^  plot.  It  h.i--  ail  thi- 
(Iiaractcrs  for  a  Titanic  drama.  I>ut  ha\-in'4 
(Tiatcd  thcni.  "{)"  is  afraid  to  Kt  them  he  tlir 
I)rut(-  th<'\-  wniild  h.i\c  lifcn.  How  many 
no\l!i-t-^  ha\('  failed  through  their  determination 
to  he  ijuite  L'entlemanly  when  merely  ti'  lia\-e  heeti 
men  woidd  have  made  them  f.imou>!  If  ever  I 
ha\-e  a  (hatue  aLT.iin  I  >l!  M  depii  t  men  as  I  ha\-e 
seen  them  out  here  animal-,  i.ipahle  of  ainnial 
hi-t-.  who  ha\e  aiiL'el-  liviriL,'  in  their  heart-. 

Tod.iN-  lia-  the  (iimplete  autumn  touih;  we 
l>eL;in  to  thiuK  of  the  <  oniini:  winter  with  it- 
<irt!itlud  and  ■-ullen  ir.elani  holy  it-  day-  and 
niuht-  of  k  hill  ainl  damj),  lele-idjiim^  one  into 
another  in  a  i:ra\'  monotony  of  L^rimiie--.  Ivu  h 
summt  r  tlie  troop-^  hi\f  told  them-el\e-,  "We 
lia\c  -jient  owr  la-t  win.er  in  I-'ratiie."  imt  alwa\s 
and  alway-  there  h.i-  tieen  aiiotlier 

^'^■t  rain  am!  muil  and  melaiuholy  ha\i-  their 
romann'  the\-  lend  a  blurred  appearaiuc  of 
linu'k'ssness    to    »i    LiiulM-apc    and    to    life    ilsdl. 
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A  few  nights  ;m<)  I  was  forwanl  dh-crvin.c  for  a 
raid  whi^h  wf  put  on.  'llu-  u>ual  panic  oi  ilaris 
wcnl  up  a-  thi-  t-ncmy  l)c'ianu'  aware  that  our 
(hap.-^  wtTc  throu^'h  his  win-.  llirn  niadiinc- 
j,'uns  >tar;i-(l  ticking  like  trr.  thou.>anil  lunatir 
(lo(k>  an<l  of  a  sud.k-n  the  S  O.  S.  harrau'r  <  arnc 
down.  Oiu-  watJu'il  and  w..iitf(l.  .-mdiim  t'a*  k 
orders  an<l  nu'»a^'fs.  tr>in.-  to  jud-r  I'V  M^ns 
how  alTair.s  w.  re  Knin^:.  (.r., dually  thr  .  Kmior 
(iiul  away,  and  ni.uht  Ixuin c  a-  -ilent  and  dark 
a>  fvrr.  <  »ni-  wailed  an.\iou-ly  for  definite  word; 
had  our  (  hap>  i^ained  uh.it  they  were  attir  or 
had  they  walked  int..  .i  baited  trap" 

Two  hour-  elal)-e'l:    then  through  the  hitieline-s 
one  heard  the  la-^L'ui.^  trainj)  of  tired  men,  v.  liiJi 
tame    ne.irer    and    dn  "•    level.      N  ou    -.iv.     them 
snoweil  on   l>\    liic  'A.miim  ir," m  .i>  they  p.i-~e<i. 
\nu  s.iw  their  rouiide.l  -liMuld.i-r-^  .md  the  t,itii<    - 
of  their  lie:i<l-        \  ou  kueu  tn.i*  the\  were  (leiin.m 
prir-oner.-.      Linijiin^    in    the    re.ir,    "iie   ,irm    llun'4 
al'out     a    cunrade-    i;e>  k.    <  ame    "Ur    w.iund.d. 
Ju-t  toward-  d.iwh  the  d«  ,id  went  1)>     l>inu'  v.ith 
an  air  of  ti'mplete  rc-i  uji.m  their  -tnt.hir-       It 
\va-    like    a     (.reek    proie-ioii,    In-,  .le.i    on    the 
niourr.iul     -treak     <•      v.i^uene--     wlmh     di\i.le, 
ct.rnal    darkne--    i'^^m    the    kind    nl    livinu'    ni<n. 
Ju>t  >.i,  patii'ntl)  and  -mt  ..ir.plainim;!)'.  ha-  all  tin- 
world  -iiue  .\dam  followed  it  -  .ippointed  lale  into 
the  fold  of  unkn..\\in.L;iic:-.s.     We  iliinl.  tin-  hill  and 
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arc  \(i^t  to  -i^'ht  in  the  <!,i\vn.     There  s  maje-ty  in 
(itir  <le[).irturc  ;iftcr  x)  nuK  h  punv  vJDlenre. 

And  (Idii  He  ^;t\^  ni>thinir.  thmiL'h  we  all 
prav  (')  Him.  He  alone  anmn^  monari  h^  lia-^ 
taken  nil  >itle-  in  thi^  war.  I  like  to  think  that 
the  I'niiin  Jaek  wave>  alM>\-e  Hi--  pakKc  and  th.it 
Hi>  anml>  an-  dre-MMl  in  khaki  which  is  (juitt* 
al)-ur<i.  1  think  <'l  the  irre-i-lihie  Hriti'-h 
Tumniies  who  a,i\e  "irone  W'e^t  "  a>  whi-tlint; 
'ripperary  in  the  >treet>  of  the  New  Jerusalem. 
'I'hi'N  h.we  haloe-  round  their  -tee!  helnitts  and 
the>'  \e  thrown  aw.._\  llieir  ;^a.-i  ina.-k-'.  Ikit  dod 
^'ive^  me  no  lit  eii-e  Lt  -lu  h  iniaL,'inin,L'-.  lor  He 
ha.^n't  -aiil  a  word  >ini  e  tlie  lir.^t  cannon  !)oomed. 
In  some  mooii>  one  ^'el-~  tlie  idea  that  He'>  con- 
tcm|»tuou-:  in  otlicrs,  that  Hi'  take>  no  sides 
l)e(au>e  His  chiMrcn  are  on  hoth  side>  of  Xo 
Man's  l,aii<l.  Hut  in  the  darke-t  moments  we 
know  Itcyoiui  <li-i»ute  that  it  i-  \li^  hand>  that 
make  our  hands  -troni:  and  Hi>  heart  that  makes 
our  liearts  compassionate  to  endure.  I  have 
tried  to  inlhime  my  heart  with  hatred.  l)Ut  I 
lannot.  Hunni--hnes>  I  would  K'ive  n'.v  lite  to 
exterminate,  hut  lor  tlu'  imlividual  (ierTiian  I  am 
sorrv  sorrv  a-  for  .i  murderer  who  ha>  to  he 
executed.  !  am  detiTinined,  howe\er,  that  he 
shall  he  exeiuti'd.  Ihey  are  all  ai)o|oiri>ls  for 
till'  I  rimes  that  liave  been  committed;  the 
civilians,   who   have   not    a(  tuallv   murdered,   are 
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puiltv   of   tiufvint:   life   to   the   r\t<>nt    of   having 
n-..iv./i  .in.l  ..j.i.l.iu.l.'.!  t!ir  -loitn  uoo.!-. 

\Vc  had  a  hf.'.tr'i  'li-ci    moii  today  a>  to  when 
tin-    war   would    In-   I'lid.d.     wr    w.r.-   all    of    tlu- 
opinion.  "Not  -"'n.     Not  in  U-  than  two  yrar<. 
anvwav.      Alirr  that    it   will   tak.-  anoth.r  t'A.lvc 
ni.'.nlli>   to  -hill   "^  ^i'""''    '     '    '•'  i'''^*'   '!'•''•   •'"'' 
Vft  I  liopc.      Atoll-  all  t!      ro.i.'    of  Fraiuc  in  ail 
tiif  tr.iHhr-.  in  c\ary  'jvin-pit   yc.u  van  hrar  on,- 
Mum  iKinu'  ^un'A  hy  poilio  and    I'onimic-.      Thry 
>in'^  it  -Ahilr  thrv  h-.id  thrir  tiun-,  they  whi-tU-  it 
;i-,   thry    niar<'i    uj)   the    line,    thiy    hum    it    whiU- 
tluy  nuHV  h  their  huUy  t>r(f  and  hard-ta.  k.     Vou 
lirar  it  on  th.-  rri^iira  ntal  band-^  and  t^rindin'^  out 
from  i,'ramoi)lionr>  in  liiddcn  (Um-out>: 

'•(hrr  Ihtrr.     O.rr  there. 
Send  the  uvnl.  send  the  :.vrd  iKer  there, 
'I  h.it  the  ]'<nihs  'ire  eoniinii 

M.n  ri'piMt  that  rae-timr  promise  a>  thou^h  it 
were  .1  prayer.  '•The  Vank^  arr  comim,'."  Wi- 
could  have  won  without  tin-  ^•,tnk>  we're  -ure 
,,i  that  ^till.  were  i,da<l  thryre  .omini;  and  ue 
walk  jauntily.  We  ma>  die  before  the  promi.-^-  i. 
>ulfK-i'ently  fulnlled  to  I.  11.  What  dois  that 
matter^  The  Yanks  are  eomin-.  We  >hall  not 
hav  die.l  in  vain.  They  will  reap  the  pcaee  for 
llie  world  which  our  blood  has  -own. 

Toniiiht  vou  are  in  thai  hi;.d-.  mountain  i)kuc. 
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It  -  three  in  tlir  ;iltcrnnnn  witli  you.  [  ui-h  1  <  ouM 
jinijit  t  ni\Mll  ;urii-^  ihi-  worM  an-!  .-t.iini  iH-icie 
\uu.  I,itr'>  riiniiiiii,' .iw.i>  ;in(l  tlurt-  i^xiimuli  to 
(I.)  I(c-iili-  killiiiL'  ji(ii|ilf.  Hut  all  thn-i  thiiiL.'-.  Imw- 
«'M  r  -pliiiiliii  thi\-  wtTc  in  ;u  hi(  \(  nu  ill.  w.iuM  !)e 
>ha!iiil'ul  in  the  at  ttinptin-^  until  tin-  war  i-  rniicil. 
I>.  twdfi  wriliiiL:  t!ii>  I've  Inrii  luakinu  nut  ihc 
lim>  fur  tlu'  j:uii-  ainl  running  mit  to  lire  llieni 
^o  i(ir,L^i\e  anything;  ih.il  i.>  ili.-joinled. 

I. XV 

Ikan'  i: 
July  .'ij.   DiH 

I  li.WI'.  ju~t  had  a  \-ery  larL,'e  hateli  of  letter-  to 
nail  i  fill  -iiuiil)  (i\(r\\  lu  lnie<!  uith  |ie(i[)li-'.> 
arft-itiun.  I  ha\e  to  -Jiend  e\ery  rnuiiient  of  my 
h  i-ure  keeping  uj)  with  my  iiULrhty  v  crre-iionileiii  e. 
'llie  mail  M-ry  rareK  hrim;-  Uie  a  Im.l;  utw.  h  i-> 
ti  itall\cmiit\  .  Tile  Aiiurii  an  Kid  ( 'ru--,  in  Paris 
keep-  me  in  mind  I  'inlinually.  I  h.id  thirty  uraino- 
phune  reeord.^  and  tv,il\e  ra/ur-  frum  them  the 
dlher  ^\a\  .  ti>;4ether  with  a  pre--inL;  imitation  to 
}:et  a  I'reiu  h  lea\f  arul  >pt  nd  it  in  i'aii-.  Hut 
\our  letter>  l)ulk  mueh  iar.L'i  r  in  numlnr-  than 
an\'  tl'.at  I  reeei\e  Iroin  .'.'i)  where  el-e.  lalv,a\s 
leave  hume  letter-  to  thi-  la-l  hread  and  huller 
first,  cake  la-t .  i-  m\-  ruli'. 

I    mu-t    apol<i!.n-c   inr  tlie   -laikne--  of   m\-  lor- 
re--[)undeme    for    llie    pa-l    lew    da\.-,    l)Ut    two   uf 
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them  were  ^prnt   forward  while  t.ikini:  p.irt   in  a 
raid.    ;.nd    llu-    third    .it    tlu-    ohMTvin-   i>"-t.     It 
rained   pntty   nearly  all   the  time  and    d<r|.  wa- 
not    ]>lentit"ul.      Ne-tenU'v   I    -pent    in    '•  iioundinu; 
niv  ear"  t'lr  hour-;    ti>da_\    Tin  a-^  I're-h  a>  a  dai-y 
and  writin:,'  ream-  to  you  to  make  \\\)  for  lo>t  time. 
\'ou'Il  Ik-   M.rrv   to  hear   that    a   f.ivourite   little 
(hij)    of    mine    ha-    heen    -eriou-ly    \voun<l(d    an<l 
mav  he  dead  hy  now.      A  \ear  a.^o,  at   tin-  \'imy 
show,    he    did    yeoman    -erviie    and     I    u'-t    him 
recommended    for    tin-    Mili'.ir}-    Me<l,il       lie   wa> 
nn-  rvmner  on  the  famou-  <i.iy.     lie'-  heen  in  all 
s(,rl-of  attaek- for  over  three  year-,  and  at  la-t  a 
stray    >hell    i:o(    him.      It    te.ir-t    al.out     ten    teet 
away,  woumlini^  h.im  in  the  head,  arm  and  knee, 
he-ides  nearly  (iittini;  off  .t  L'lt.it  toe.      Ili>  n.inu- 
was    Jov.      lie    lived    uj)    to    !ii-    n.ime    and    wa-, 
carried  out  on  the -tret(  her  i^rim.  hut  hravelx   -mil- 
im:.      N''iu  lan't  dod^c  your  fate,    it   -e.ir*  he-  you 
out       N'ou  wonder      not  frarfully.  hut  .uri'Ui-!) 
who-e  turn  it  uill  he  ni'Xt.     I'or  your-elf  you  dou't 
nun  h  ( are;  \our  riu'ret-  are  for  the  other-  who  .in- 
Kft.      Still,  don't  you  think  that  I'm  l:oiiil'  We-t , 
I  have  an  in-tini  t    that    I   -hall  la-l  to  the  ctid. 

I  think  I  m-iitioned  tin-  intlnlic  note  oi  the 
me>>  (.onk.  whiih  I  found  .iwaitin^'  me  one  morn- 
ing on  the  hreakfa-l  tahle:  '•  1  ka.n'l  (  o,  k  with. ait 
stuf  to  cock  with."  The  hi-lory  of  our  ixperi- 
nieiUs    in    cooks    would    make    a    novel    in    il.-eli. 
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'I'lic  mail  htfiirc  llic  patlu'tii  liru^^ar  was  a  niiiitT 
in  [If. lie  tiiiH-^;  a>  a  (<"'k  lii>  iiical^  wcTf  like 
1  har;^'f>.  oi  (Kiiainitc  tlu\  Ma-tcil  niir  iii-iiU-. 
Tlu'  wur-l  111  ilutn  \va>  thai  liny  ucri'  -n  'io  rjitivc; 
tl\(\'  liiukc'l  iiiniidnt  ciioul;!)  till  it  \va>  tox  kite  to 
nfu-f  lluiii.  N'nii  ma\  lay  it  down  a>  liiial  that 
all  I  iok.->  arr  tlu-  'lirtii-t  nun  i:.  an_\  unit.  The 
^iiitlfnicii  uho  (  ouMn"'  "(<Hk"  larnnl  lor  him- 
self \\\r  tilli-  of  thr  ■•World'-.  ( 'lumipion  Loiii^ 
l)i-taiuc  i'irt  All  uimilator."'  I  \\a^  i>rr-i'nt 
w!u  n  the  ( ).  (',  di-i  harmed  him.  llr  -t-nl  lor  tin- 
man and  wa>  -tiHijiiiiL;  torward.  d"inL'  uji  lii>  lioot. 
uliin  hr  cntrnil.  Thr  m.m  lonkrd  like  tin- 
wrath  of  (,od  a-  thoiii:h  he  h.id  Imtii  cmhraiinL; 
all  the  driii/rii-  of  II. 11.  Without  h.okini:  up  tliL- 
( ).  (■.  (ommmn-d,  "WIktc  did  _\"U  learn  to  pn- 
parr  .dl  thr-r  ta-ty  nu'al>  \ou'\-r  hnn  mtvIul;  u.-..'" 

"  I  I  .m't  I  oi  k  without 

"  I  know  \  ou  taut  I  III  k."  -.lid  tlu-  O.  C.  t.irtly ; 
"  \  ovi  I, m't  i\in  kci-])  }our-rlf  rlran.  .\l!  _\ou 
kiuiw  how  to  do  i>  to  wa.--ti-  'j,iini\  lood.  I  m 
M-ndin;:;  %  ou  down  to  tlu-  uauondim-s  and  it 
vou'rt-  no'i  wa-hid  1»\  Liuard-mountiirj.  I'm-  -dxiii 
ordrr^  to  h.i\r  _\ou  tluown  inli>  tlu-  hor.>i.'-lrout.;h. " 

K.xil  tlu-  "  loi  k." 

N'our  lrilrr>  nu-an  ^o  mm  h  to  nn-.      I  tnl  th.il 
m\'    nturn-    arc    totally    inadri|uati-.      (loodliyc 
some  uri-at  iU-W>  has  come  in  ami  the  Major  uaiiU 
to  uiscu.-'.->  it. 
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I'M  writini;  to  \ uu  tn.l.iv,  1h'.;uim'  I  ni.iy  t..-  o 
nt't-.u.h  fur  a  tVw  ,la>..  a.  it  look,  a.  thoUL'h  1 
was  p.inu  to  ,'.t  n,y  .K-ir.  thr  thim;  1  *a.m- 
huV  tor  Anv  limr  il  my  l.-lt.r.  -to,,  t.-mi..>- 
rarily.  <lont  -n  mrvou^.  Su.  h  thing.  lupiH-ri 
wiu-n  one  i>  on  .u  tivr  xTvin- 

If>  al.out    two  y.'ar.   to.jay  hiuv   I    luv\v<\   m 
riv'lan.i   lor  tlu'   nr^l   tinu-  in  khaki.    >inri-  thrn 
how  one-  ha.  .han-r.r      I   .an  ..  amly   r.^ogn.M- 
nuM^ll   at    all.      It  >  .liui.  ult    to   bdit-vo   lliat    I  ni 
tlu'     -amr     iHT-on.     Without     cxa.-cTation,     thr 
world    ha^    iH.onif    to    nu-   a    nuuh    jollirr   \Amv 
hcraUM'  oi  thi^  martial  cxpcrii-n. .-.      I  .lon't  know 
how  it  i^  with  you,  hut  my  h.art  ha.  grown  wings. 
Onr  ha.  .lian-.a  in  -o  m.my  way.        thi-  things 
that  on.r  rauM'.l  jKinic.  lu-  now  w.lronir..      Noth- 
ing -ivr^  u^  morr  joy   than  ttu-  ruw^  that   \u- w 
to  l.f  ^hovnl  into  a  grrat  oilVn^iw.      '/^  t-r  i.u  h 
of  u.  a.  though  we  ha.l  Inrn  invitrM  to  our  own 
wc'.Ming.      Dangi-r.    whi.h    wt-    u.ed     to    .lo.l-f, 
now  allurrs  u-. 

1  read  .1  v.ry  true  arti>  Ir  tlu-  ollur  day  on  t!u- 
thing,  whi.h  wc-  h.ivi-  lo^l  throuL'h  tlu-  war.  Wc 
havJ  lo^t  our  youth,  many  oi  u..  Wr  have 
lurfL'onc  .o  many  gh-riou.  .prin-.  .dl  tlu- 
sca.on.   luiv^-   .unk    tiuir   lone   into   llu-   .ouihrc 
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l.ruwn  .t.'r,iy  inuM  "I  tin-  p.i-t  four  ycir^.  W'r  h;ivc 
|,,  t  ,|||  ,,ur  t.--li\.iU  nl  .itl.<  tiMii  ;ii:.i  .  ninti'm 
^uiiii.i}  -,  <lHi  Mii.iM-;.  i:.i-tcr-.  ill'  ;.  .irr  .til 
till'  -.line  ,1-  Mth.  r  (l.i\>  ■>'"  ni.iii\  tiMui-  umI  il 
uiily  l.ir  th-  lurthtT  killi:i^  I'f  iiuii.  •■\<.u  will 
Niv."  uriti-  my  .uitlinr.  •' th.it  tlir  w.ir.  .ilt.T  .ill. 
will  not  l.i-t  l.ircvtT,  .imi  tii.it  tlif  m.in  aiiii  w..iii m 
,,i  .,x.i.i-r  h'iiL'<\itv  will  liw  tlir..u-h  llir.c  m  ..r,- 


;,,i,|  t,  II   \'  .ir>  nl   {,<h\\  \\(.iii1( mil   -priii:;- 


li.tl 


tM  .1  \(  i\  miller  (\tt  111  i-  trur.  I'Ih'  w.ir  will  ii^l 
l.i-t  iMi,\.r;  Imt  the  incinory  >>i  it.  tli«'  MiiiiiiiiL; 
,,i  it,  tht  ill.  .il.  ulal.lr  w.t-tr  oj'  it  will  Ki-t  Inr  .ill 
th.it  iiin.un-^  of  our  !i\t^  wlii.  h  i-  'iMnArr, 
.ifti-r  .ill.  -o  f.ir  .1-  \ou  .iikI  I  ;iro  (  nii..rni'l.  1  Ic 
^,H-^  oil  {>,  v.iy  lh.it  tluri'  arr  \r.ii.  .iii.l  \i.ir- 
l.ut  ihr  _\r,ir>  in  whiih  a  lu.iu  >in'l  w..in,iii  in.iy 
l.iiww  that  thry  an-  ali\i-  arc  lew  the  \iMr->  .■! 
lii\i-  an>l  "1  ill  .iut_\  . 

I  ,.-rir  v.ith  all  ;lu'>  writer  -.ly-;  hi-  .\"r.i> 
vnhr  an  aJir  th.it  i-  .liw.iy-^  in  our  ln.irl-.  liul 
I,,  |nrmi>  'iff.  l"vc.  \oUth  and  rvni  Ir.iuty 
,,,v  n.,t  •  virythint;.  'I'lu-  animal-  h.ivr  ihnn. 
Wii.it  wi-  h.ivr  L'.iinnl  i~  a  lU'W  -t.iml.ir.l  .-I  wo-ih, 
whi.  w<-  li.ivr  won  .It  the  i  \\nn^c  .'i  our  hiMlu.-. 
lu  111.  th.r  outwvi'4h>  all  th.it  wr  h.ivr  l-i-l.  I 
.|,.,kr  tw  >«■  i  ill  .1  i)ri-viou>  Kllrr  .>!  llu-  divinr 
,li.,.,ntriu  uhiih  eua.i^  u>  on.  .- -  th.il  whtii  wv 
have  attain.  1  a  -taiui.ir.l  .U  wluih  wv  ncvir 
Ihou'^hl   our.-Mlvr.-^  cipablr.   wc   c;i.>    a    ik  w   .iii.l 
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nuhlrr   jr.ul.   a.vl   .■..mmm..-   to    r.u .   !ow:ip1^   it 

I„  ..„..  ,,,(/^  I '-^  >  '•^"^^'  'i'-'-— I  v.TM-  whuh 

t\l)ri'--i-  tl>i"  ''^  ''  ''>  '• 

••(),  /;,■;/  /  .:rrr  :Ju-r,-  I  :couU  he! 
Tiu-n  i.ouU  I  bcih-nl  im  not; 
lUtt  :Jurr  I  <im  ihrrr  I  wu^l  l>*'.  ^ 
Andiih.n-  !  :i<"d.lh,-.[  ,./»/»/<'/.'* 

T)i..on..nt..|.  uiv^MtHul  .naturr.  we  arc! 
.\n.l  vrt  th.rr  i^  p.-t>ilil>  !""»"■ 'li-^  "»«'•■"•  . 

lu'tlu-  UMV.  MV.r  th.'.luorway  ul  my  '».  1'  is 
,h.lkc.l  lh./-un.l  a<lvia-  -Do  unto  Knlzic 
a.  he  -loth  unto  you.     liut  -lo  it  tir^l. 


l.XVII 


1  KAN(  K 
AUi^USt    I  !,.    I')I'> 


I  IIWIN'T  Mvn  a  paper  for  nr.ir'.y  a  lorlnii^ht. 
...Ion.  know  what  new.  of  tlu-  Front  ha^  been 
nuhli.h..!  an.l  ran  ri^k  telling  you  .u.th-n^. 
^utTurit  to  .av  that  Im  having  thr  mo-t  .  houc 
,.xp.ri.mv  that' rvrha.l  >im- 1  took  ui.  M,l,hmnu'. 

w'-  ar.-  ^vin..•.l  inT-.n.  thr  body  i^  nothm.;; 
,,.  u..  llom.rM'hraM.  -our  .oul.  ru^h  out  In-.orc- 

u,-  Thi.  i>  thr  top-not.  h  oi  Ufc;  th.-rr  wa. 
„.,hi„,lik.itlH-f..r.inallth.-a,'c...  WVtruuni.h; 
,v.-  c.uh  in.iivi.lually  rontrihut.  to  thr  truimi-h 
,n.l  thou.hourbodic.  arc  tir.<l,  our  heart,  ar. 
,litca      Well    win    the    war    for    you    an.l    bnn.^ 
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I)e;iec  back;  even  the  most  dreary  pessimist  must 
believe  that  now. 

I  try  to  keep  notes  of  the  tremendous  tragedies 
and  glories  which  I  witness  hour  by  hour,  so  that 
one  day  I  can  ])aint  the  picture  for  you  as  it 
hai)[)eiied.  All  ilay  I  am  reminded  of  that  motto 
of  the  desta  Roman(^rum.  "What  I  spent,  I  had; 
what  I  saved.  I  l(»t;  what  I  gave,  I  have."  So 
many  men  have  given  in  this  war  —  given  in  th',' 
sense  of  giving  all.  I  think  it  must  be  true  of 
them  wherever  they  are  now.  that  they  lia:c  In 
])roi)ortion  to  their  sacritice.  It  should  be  written 
on  the  white  crosses  above  all  our  soldiers,  "What 
He  (iuic.  Ih  Has."  What  we  are  trying  to  give 
is  heaven  to  the  world;  it  is  just  that  those  who 
fall  should  receive  hea\en  in  return. 


LXVIII 

Fr-Wce 
August  14,  loiS 

1  AM  writing  to  you  in  a  lull  —  I  may  not  have 
another  opportunity  for  days.  In  a  battle  one 
has  no  trans[)ort  for  conveying  letters—-  only  for 
ammunition,  wounded,  and  supplies.  I'm  stun- 
ningl}-  well  and  bronzed.  The  weather  is  royal 
and  troi)ical  and,  best  of  all,  the  Ilun's  tail  is 
down  while  ours  is  jxjinting  heavenwards.  Une 
of  my  gunners  was  comjjlaining  this  morning  that 
it  was  "a  hell  of  a  war."    It  was  the  smell  of  dead 
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c.vr.iry  horses  that  nauseated  him.  Another 
gunner  cheered  him  up,  "Where's  the  use  of 
complaining,  Bill?     It's  the  only  war  we  have." 

That's  the  spirit  of  our  men.  It  may  be  a  hell 
of  a  war,  but  it's  the  only  one  we  have,  so  we  may 
as  well  grin  and  make  the  best  of  it.  In  the  past 
few  days  I  have  seen  more  than  in  all  my  former 
experience.  I  can  visualise  Waterloo  now  — 
and  the  last  trum[):  the  hosts  of  death  deploying 
before  my  eyes.  That  one  still  walks  the 
earth  seems  wonderful.     God  is  very  lenient. 

But  there  is  nothing  to  fear  in  death  —  only 
the  thing  that  is  left  is  horrible  —  and  how 
horrible!  But  the  things  that  are  left  are  not 
us  —  we  have  pushed  onwards  to  God. 


LXIX 

Fraxce 
August  15,  1918 

1  KEEP  on  dropping  you  little  notes  to  let  you 
know  that  everything  is  all  right  with  me.  It 
makes  me  veiy  happy  to  hear  from  you;  it  always 
does,  but  more  so  than  ever  now-a-days. 

^'ou  remember  1\.?  A  few  days  ago  he  was 
killed.  He  was  just  ahead  of  me,  riding  up  the 
road.  I  did  not  see  his  face,  but  recognised  his 
scjuare-set  figure  and  divisional  patches.  He's 
not  had  much  of  a  run  for  hi.-,  money,  poor  chap. 
It  was  his  first  show,  but  he  died  game. 
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How  much  longer  have  we  got  to  go?  It's  like 
a  long,  long  walk,  with  n<i  milc-stones,  towards  an 
unknown  (lustination.  If  we  only  knew  how 
much  further  our  goal  lay,  it  would  be  easier.  I 
dreamed  last  night  of  Kootenay.  all  green  and  cool 
and  somnolent.  It  was  rest,  rest,  rest.  One 
gazed  through  the  apple-trees  to  the  quiet  lake 
and  felt  happy  in  the  too  much  beauty.  But 
please  don't  worry  about  me. 


LXX 

Fr.^.vck 
Auj^ust  17,  1018 

I'M  in  the  support  trenches  tonight  carrying  on 
with  the  infantry.  This  is  my  third  day  and  I 
am  relieved  tomorrow.  Yesterday  I  had  a 
gorgeous  spree  which  I  will  tell  you  about  some 
day.  I  was  out  in  front  of  our  infantry  in  an 
attack,  scouting  for  the  enemy.  This  war  may 
be  boring  at  times,  but  its  great  moments  hold 
thrills  which  yc^u  could  lind  nowhere  else.  It 
may  sound  mad,  but  it's  extraordinary  fun  to  be 
chased  by  enemy  machine-gun  bullets,  I've 
recently  had  fun  of  every  kind. 

Once  again  death  is  a  familiar  sight  —  tired 
bodies  lying  in  the  August  sunshine.  In  places 
where  men  once  were,  birds  are  the  only  inhabit- 
ants remaining. 

In  this  hole  in  the  ground  where  I  am  sitting  I 
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found  a  copy  of  the  New  York  Times  for  Juno 
30th,  with  the  first  advertisement  of '"  Out  to  Win." 
Less  than  thirty  hours  ago  the  Hun  was  sitting  here 
and  making  himseh"  quite  comfortable.  I  wonder 
if  he  was  the  owner  of  the  New  York  Times. 


I  was  relieved  last  night,  and  had  a  difficult 
walk  back  to  the  battery.  There  were  several 
letters  from  you  all  awaiting  me.  How  tired  I 
was  you  may  judge  when  I  tell  you  that  I  fel! 
asleep  without  reading  them.  For  the  first  time 
in  a  fortnight  1  had  my  breeches  olT  last  night. 
Up  forward  one  got  drenched  with  sweat  by  day 
and  lay  sodden  and  itchy  on  the  damp  ground  by 
night.  But  don't  think  we  weren't  cheerful  — 
we  were  immensely  happy.  There's  no  game  in 
the  world  like  pushing  back  the  Hun.  I  had 
another  example  of  how  we  treat  our  prisoners. 
A  young  otlicer  came  in  aptive  while  I  was 
shaving.  "How  long  before  we  win?"  I  asked 
him.  ''We  are  going  to  vin,"  he  replied.  "If 
not,  vhy  because?"  Our  Tommies  started  kid- 
ding him.  "Say,  beau,  y<m  don't  look  much 
like  winning  now."  And  then  they  offered  him 
water  and  food,  although  we  were  short  ourselves 
and  his  whole  deportment  was  insolent. 

During  an  attack,  while  I  was  within  200  yards 
of  the  advanced  po^t  and  pinned  under  a  barrage, 
a  Canadian  Tommy  wormed  his  way  towards  me. 
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"Say.  sir,  are  you  hungry?  Have  some  maple 
sufiar  and  cake?"  Was  I  hungry!  He  had  re- 
ceived a  parcel  from  Canada  ihe  night  before  which 
he  had  taken  with  him  into  the  attack.  There, 
amongst  whizz-bangs  and  exploding  five-nines,  we 
feasted  together,  washing  it  all  down  with  water 
from  the  bottle  of  a  neighbouring  dead  Hun. 

You  can't  beat  chaps  who  joke,  think  of  home, 
go  forward  and  find  time  to  love  their  enemies 
under  shell-fire.  They're  extraordinary  and  as 
normal  as  the  air. 


LXXI 

France 
August  20,  1918 

ToD:W  I  have  spent  some  time  in  composing 
recommendations  for  decorations  for  two  of  my 
signallers  who  were  with  me  in  my  latest  show. 
One  of  the  lucky  fellows  came  straight  out  of 
the  death  and  racket  to  find  his  Blighty  leave- 
warrant  waiting  for  him.  Not  that  I  really  envy 
him.  for  I  wouldn't  leave  the  Front  at  this  moment 
if  there  were  twenty  leave-warrants  offered  to  me. 
I  suppose  I'm  a  little  mad  about  the  war. 

I'm  still  very  tired  from  my  last  adventure  and 
am  limping  about  with  very  sore  feet  —  but  I'm 
very  hai)py.  I  begin  to  feel  that  we're  dr.iwing 
to  the  end  of  the  war.  The  Hun  knows  now 
that  the  jig  is  up.     He  was  going  to  have  defeated 
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us  this  summer  while  the  Americans  were  still  pre- 
paring—  instead  of  that  we're  pushing  him  back. 
I  don't  think  he  will  gain  another  square  yard  of 
France.  From  now  on  he  must  go  back  and  back. 
This  moving  battle  has  been  a  grand  exi)eri- 
ence;  it  enables  you  to  see  everything  unfolding 
like  a  picture  —  tanks,  cavalry,  infantry,  guns. 
The  long  marches  were  very  wearying  and  we 
were  always  pushing  on  again  before  we  were 
rested.  Not  that  we  minded  —  the  game  was 
too  big.  The  first  day  of  the  attack  I  sailed  out 
into  the  blue  alone,  following  up  the  Hun.  I 
had  the  huge  felicity  of  firing  at  his  retreating 
back  over  open  sights  at  a  range  of  less  than  1000 
yards.  We  pushed  so  far  that  night  that  we  got 
in  front  of  our  infantry  and  were  turned  back  by 
enemy  machine-gun  fire.  The  Hun  is  a  champion 
runner  when  he  starts  to  go  and  difhcult  to  keep 
up  with.  However  we  caught  him  up  several 
times  after  that  and  helped  him  to  hurry  a  bit 
faster.  I  never  saw  anything  liner  in  my  life 
than  the  clouds  of  cavalry  mustering  —  the  way 
the  horses  showed  their  courage  and  never  budged 
for  shell-lire  set  an  example  to  us  men.  The 
destruction  burst  in  the  midst  of  them,  but  they 
stood  Uke  statues  till  the  order  was  given  to 
advance.  Then  away  they  went,  like  a  whirlwind 
of  death,  with  the  artillery  following  at  the  trot 
and    coming    into    action    point-blank.     I    came 
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across  one  marhiiic-miii  cmpIacenKMit  that  a 
hor-iinan  iiad  (  har.md.  The  hi)r>e  hiy  dead  on 
top  of  the  emphuement,  having'  smothered  the 
machine-gunner  out  of  action.  That  day  when 
I  was  off  hy  myself  with  my  two  ,i:un-^,  I  fed  my 
hor-i'S  on  the  oats  of  the  fallen  cavalry  and  my 
men  on  the  rations  in  tlie  ha\er>acks  oi  the  dead. 
In  llie  ri])e  wlie.it  the  dyin<^  stareil  at  us  with 
unintere-ted  e>es  as  we  pa.-Md.  The  intantry 
^oinj^  cheerini;  I'y  when  we  were  firing,  wa\<'d  their 
hand',  to  us.  shoutini,'.  "That's  tin-  -tutY,  boy.'^ 
(Jive  "em  hell!"  We  fj;ave  them  hrll,  ri.udil  enoui^h. 
I've  come  throut^di  without  a  scratch  and  now 
I'm  off  to  l)ed.  I)on"l  worry  if  I  don't  write 
you  -it's  impossible  sometimis  ami  I'll  always 
cable  through  London  as  soon  us  I  can. 


LXXII 

Fkancf. 

AliilUSt    22.    lOlS 

I  CWX'T  sleep  tonight.  It's  nearly  one.  The 
candle  lights  u[)  the  mud  walls  anil  makes  the 
other  occui)ants  of  my  dug-out  l(U)k  contorted 
and  grotexiue.  They  sigh  and  toss  in  their 
dreams.  Now  an  arm  is  thrown  out  and  a  face 
is  turned.  They'vr  been  through  it.  all  of  them, 
in  the  past  few  days.  They  have  a  haggard  look. 
And  somewhere  in  shell-holes,  whcatficlds,  woods, 
they  lie  tonight  —  those  others.     Fain  no  longer 
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touches  them  —  their  limbs  have  ceased  to 
twitch  and  their  breath  is  quiet.  The}-  have 
given  their  all.  For  them  the  war  i.^  Uni;,hed 
—  they  can  give  no  more. 

Do  people  at  home  i  i  all  realize  what  our  men 
are  doing  and  have  done?  Coarse  mm,  foul- 
mouthed  men  —  men  whose  best  act  in  life  is 
their  manner  in  saying  good-bye  to  il.  And  llun 
there  are  the  high-principled  fellows  from  whom 
ideals  are  naturally  to  be  expected  whate\er 
we  are,  we  all  go  out  in  the  same  way  and  in  the 
same  rush  of  determined  glory.  We  climb  the 
steep  ascent  of  Heaven  through  i)eril,  toil,  and 
pain  —  and  at  last  our  si)irits  are  cleansed. 

I  think  continually  of  the  mothers  who  stand 
behind  these  armies  of  millions.  Mothers  ju.-.t 
like  my  mother,  with  the  same  hopes  and  ambi- 
tions for  their  sons.  Poor  mothers,  the\'  never 
forget  the  time  when  the  hands  that  smite  today 
Were  too  strengthless  to  do  more  than  grope  at 
the  l)reast.  They  follow  us  like  ghosts;  I  seem 
to  see  their  thoughts  like  a  gray  mist  trailing 
behind  and  across  our  strewn  battle-fields.  When 
the  rain  descends  upon  our  dead,  il  is  their  tears 
that  are  falling.  The  whispering  of  the  wheat  i.s 
like  the  tiptoe  rustling  of  approaching  women. 
Tray  for  us;  we  need  your  [irayers  -  need  them 
more  than  you  think,  perhaps.  Tuck  us  up  in 
our  scooped-out  holes  with  your   love,  the  way 
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you  u>c'(l  to  before  we  began  to  adventure.    Above 
itll  be  proud  of  u.-,,  whether  we  stand  or  fall    - 
N)  proud  that  you  will  not  fret.     Ciod  will  let  us 
be  little  .iKain  for  you  in  Heaven.     We  shall  again 
reaih    up   our    arms    to    you.    relying    on    your 
strength.     We  shall  l)e  afraid  and  cry  out  for  your 
comfort.     We're  not  brave      not  brave  naturally; 
we  shall  want  you  in  Heaven  to  tell  us  we  are  safe. 
So   many   thoughts   and   pictures  come   to   nie 
tonight.     One  is  of  a  ravine  1  was  in  a  few  days 
a<'o    all  mv  men  mounted  and  waiting  to  move 
forward.      Wounded    horses    of    the    enemy    arc 
limping    through    the    grass.      Clerman    wagons, 
caught  by  our  shell-lire,  stand  silent,  the  drivers 
frozen  to  the  seats  with  a  terrifying  look  of  amaze- 
ment on  their  faces,  their  jaws  loose  and  their 
bodi    .  sagging.     Others  lie  twisted  in  the  grass 
—  some  in  delirium,  some  watching.     We  shall 
need  all  our  water  before  the  day  is  over  and 
ha\e  no  time  to  help  them.      Besides,  our   own 
dead  are  in  sight  and  a  cold  anger  is  in  our  hearts. 
The  stretcher-bearers  will  be  along  presently  — 
time  enough  for  mercy  when  the  battle  is  won'. 
We  ourselves  may  be  dead  i)efore  the  sun  has  set. 
I  know  the  anger  of  war  now,  the  way  I  never 
did    in    the   trenches.      You    can   see   your   own 
killing.      You    can   .  Iso   see    the   enemy's   work. 
And  yet,  through  it  all  down  come  our  wounded, 
supported  by  the  wounded  Huns. 
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"Those  chaps  an-  \iTy  good  ti>  )()u."  one  of 
our  otTuirs  said.  The  Tommy  j.TiniU'd.  "Thoy 
ha\f  to  \>c.  l\  ihi'y  weren't.  I'd  let  the  d.i\Iij.,dit 
into  then-:.  V\c  a  pocketful  of  honihs.  and  thcv 
know  it."  Well,  that's  one  incentive-  to  friend- 
ship, however  reluctant. 

The  Huns  are  brave  -  I  know  that  now.  They 
endure  tests  of  jjluck  that  are  wcll-ni^h  incred- 
ible. We  are  not  defeating  craxcn  curs.  I  can 
think  of  no  one  braver  than  the  man  who  sta\s 
behind  with  a  machine-gun.  lighting  a  rear-guard 
action  and  covering  his  comrades'  road  to  free- 
dom. He  knows  that  he  will  receive  no  C|uarter 
from  our  jn'ople  and  will  never  live  to  be  thanked 
by  his  own.  His  lot  is  to  die  alone,  hated  by  the 
last  human  being  who  watches  him.  They're 
brave  men;  they  cease  fighting  only  when  they're 
dead. 

What  a  contrast  between  love  and  haired  — 
dreaming  of  our  mothers  to  the  last  and  smash- 
ing the  sons  of  other  mothers.     That's  war! 


LXXIII 


France 


iriKRE  I  am  .ying  flat  on  my  tummy  in  the 
grass  and  spying  on  the  enemy  2000  yards  awav. 
I  shall  be  here  for  twenty-four  hours.  There's 
no  sort  of  cover  and  the  sun  is  scalding.    Luckily 
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we've  found  wiitcr  in  a  captured  \illage  near 
hy  and  I  sent  our  lim-snieii  to  relill  our  hollies. 
'I'liere's  a  lull  for  the  moment  and  we  streleh 
ourselves  out  in  weary  contenlment.  The  body 
is  a  traitor  to  the  spirit  -  it  e.m  hi'iome  very 
tired. 

I  begin  to  sec  the  end  of  the  war.  I  can  feel 
it  coming  as  I  never  did  before  since  I  struck 
France.  'Ihe  unbelievable  truth  begins  to  dawn 
on  me  that  we'll  be  coming  back  to  you  -  that 
wc  shall  wake  up  one  morning  to  hnrl  that  the 
world  has  no  further  use  for  our  bombs  and  bayo- 
nets. Stra.nge!  After  so  much  killing,  to  kill  will 
be  again  a  crime.  We  shall  begin  to  count  our 
I'vcs  in  years  instead  of  in  days. 

How  will  the  pictures  one's  memory  holds 
seem  then?  I  can  see,  as  I  saw  the  other  day.  a 
huge  (lerman  lying  on  the  edge  of  a  wheatlield. 
His  knees  were  arched.  He  was  on  his  back.  His 
liead  rolled  wearily  from  side  to  side.  The  thing 
that  fi.xed  my  attention  was  a  rubber  ground- 
sheet  flung  hastily  across  his  stomach,  wlicther 
in  disgust  or  pity,  I  cannot  say.  I  had  my  guns 
drawn  up  in  column,  my  men  mounted,  all  ready 
to  trot  into  action  —  so  I  had  no  time  for  com- 
passion or  curiosity.  But  from  m\-  saddle  1  saw 
an  infantry-man  raise  the  ground-sheet  and  under- 
neath there  was  nothing  but  a  scarlet  gap.  There 
were   many   sights   like   that   that   day.     There 
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have  been  many  siiue  then.  I  have  seen  as  many 
parts  of  the  human  liody  that  the  beautiful  white 
skin  tents,  as  a  student  of  anatomy.  What 
hatrefl  an<l  injustice  has  preceded  the  making 
possil)le  of  such  acts  I 

Rut  in  these  places  where  horrors  have  been 
committed,  the  bir<ls  still  ilit  about  their  nests. 
When  the  tanks  and  the  cavalry  and  the  guns 
have  pushed  forward,  nature  returns  to  her  task 
of  beautifying  the  world. 

How  I  would  like  to  sit  down  and  talk  with 
you  all.  When  the  war  is  over  I  can  see  us  going 
away  to  some  quiet  place  and  rc-living  the  past 
and  re-building  the  future  with  worrls.  I  may 
see  you  sooner  than  cither  of  us  expect;  there's 
alwavs  the  chance  of  a  blighty.  So  far.  beyond 
an  attack  of  trench-fever  from  which  I've  almost 
recovered,  I've  come  through  scatheless. 

By  the  lime  this  reaches  you  I  shall  be  looking 
forward  to  leave.  Casualties  have  thinned  out 
the  numbers  on  the  leave-list  and  I  stand  fairly 
high  now.  I  ought  to  see  England  again  in 
October. 


LXXIV 


Fran'cf. 

August  30,  1Q18 


1  HIS  is  only  a  brief  note  to  say  that  all  is  well 
with  me  and  to  ask  you  not  to  worry.     It's  two 
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years  tomorrow  since  I  lirst  saw  the  Front  — 
two  centuries  it  seems.  I'm  different  inside.  I 
<lon't  know  whether  my  outside  has  changed 
much  -  -  hut  I  wish  sometimes  that  I  couUl  Ik- 
hack  again.  I  hi'gin  to  l)e  a  httle  afraid  that  I 
.shan't  he  recognisahle  when  I  return. 

The  journahsts  have  been  \ery  free  in  their 
<le>tri[)tions  of  our  doings  the}  have  told  you 
e\erylhing.  If  I  told  a  tilhe.  my  letter  would  not 
rea(  h   vou. 


LXXV 

I-RANTC 

Septrmbcr  i,   igiS 

1  HIS  is  just  another  little  note  to  let  }-ou  know 
that  I  am  safe  and  well.  I  am  allowed  to  sav  so 
lill^L'  to  you;  that's  one  of  ilic  worst  penallies 
of  this  war  the  silence.  "\'esterday  your  calde, 
sent  in  reply  to  mdne  and  forwarded  from  London, 
arri\ed.  M\-  only  chance  of  relieving  your  sus- 
l)ense  when  I  ha\c  not  been  able  to  write  for 
some  tiir.e,  is  to  get  one  of  my  Engli.-^h  friends  to 
cable   to  you. 

Did  you  sec  the  good  news  concerning  R.  H.? 
lie's  got  his  \'.C'.  for  taxing  life  under  ^hell-tire  in 
Zeebrugge  harbour.  His  M.L.  was  \ni  I'lfty  times. 
I  remember  the  way  lii>  neighbours  u>ed  to  ])at- 
roni/.c  \\\m  before  tlie  war.  Thi.y  all  laughed 
wlien  he  went  to  Calif uniia  to  study  for  an  aero- 
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plane  pilot.  They  didn't  try  to  jian  themselves. 
but  his  keenness  struck  them  as  funny.  What 
could  a  man  who  was  half-))lind  do  at  the  war, 
they  asked  a  man  who  ran  his  launch  into 
logs  on  the  lake  and  who  crashed  in  full  daylight 
when  approaching  a  wharf?  When  he  had  been 
awarded  his  Hying  certihcate  at  the  American 
Air  School  our  R.F.C.  refused  to  take  him.  He 
tried  to  get  into  the  infantry,  into  everything, 
anything,  and  was  universally  turned  down  on 
the  score  of  weak  sight.  His  cjuixotic  keenness 
made  less  keen  spectators  smile.  Then,  by  a 
careless  chance,  he  got  himself  accepted  by  the 
K.X.V.R.  and  was  put  on  to  a  motor  launch. 
Kveryone  pictured  him  as  colliding  with  every- 
thing solid  that  came  his  way  —  and  marvelled  at 
the  slipshod  naval  tests.  But  it  wasn't  his  eye- 
sight and  Umitations  that  really  counted  -  it 
was  his  keenness.  In  two  years  he's  a  \.C..  a 
D.S.O.  and  a  Lieutenant  Commander.  Before 
the  war  he  was  the  kind  of  chap  with  whom  girls 
danced  out  of  kindness.     Today  he's  a  hero. 

We  were  discussing  him  out  here  the  other  day; 
he's  the  type  of  hero  this  war  has  produced  — 
a  man  not  strong  {)hysically,  a  man  self-depreciat- 
ing and  shy,  a  man  with  grave  limitations  and 
very  conscious  of  his  ditTercnce  from  other  men. 
This  was  his  chance  to  approve  himself.  People 
laughed  that  he  should  offer  himself  as  a  tighter 
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at  all,  but  he  elbowed  his  way  through  their 
laughter  to  self-conquest.  That's  the  grand  side 
of  \yar-  its  test  of  internals,  of  the  heart  and 
.si)irit  of  a  man!  bone  and  muscle  and  charm 
are  only  secc^ndary. 

The  big  things  one  sees  done  out  here  —  done 
in  the  way  of  duty  —  and  so  quietly!  Whether 
one  comes  back  or  stays,  the  test  has  made  all 
the  personal  suffering  worth  while  -  for  one  hour 
of  living  to  know  that  you  have  plaxed  the  man 
and  sa\ed  a  fellow  creature's  life.  One  never 
knows  when  these  chances  will  come;  they  rush 
in  on  you  unexpectedly  and  expect  to  tin'd  you 
ready.  In  the  encounter  the  character  built' up 
in  a  life-time  is  examined  and  reported  on  by 
the  momentary  result. 

And  yet  how  one  suffers  for  the  suffering  he 
witnesses  —  the  suffering  of  horses  and  Huns,  as 
well  as  of  the  men  on  our  own  side.  The  silent, 
smashed  forms  carried  past  on  the  stretchers; 
the  little  grouos  of  busy  men  among  whom  a 
shell  bursts,  leaving  those  who  do  not  rise.  And 
overhead  the  sky  is  blue  and  the  wind  blows 
happily  through  the  sunshine,  "(ione  West"  — 
that's  all,  to  the  land  of  departing  suns.  Some 
of  us  will  stay  to  sleep  among  the  gentlemen  of 
France.  In  either  event  we  are  fortunate  in  hav- 
ing been  given  the  privilege  lo  serve  our  kind. 
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LXXVI 


rRINCF,    <>]     W'AI.r^^    liOSPITAI.,  LoXDON 

September  6.   1Q18 

11  ERE  I  am  once  again  in  a  clean  white  bed 
with  the  discreet  feet  of  nurses,  like  those  of 
nuns,  making  hardly  any  sound  as  they  pass  up 
and  down  the  corridor.  There's  just  one  other 
officer  in  my  room.  Tils  leg  is  full  of  machine- 
gun  bullets  and,  like  myself,  he's  just  arrived 
from  France.  I've  not  got  used  to  this  new  secu- 
rity yet,  this  right  to  live,  this  ordered  decency 

—  all  of  which  seems  to  be  summed  up  in  the 
presence  of  women.  Less  than  three  days  ago 
I  saw  two  of  my  gun-teams  scuppered  by  shell- 
fire  and  the  horses  rolling  among  the  wounded 
men.  I  can't  get  the  sight  out  of  my  mind.  To 
be  alive  seems  an  unfair  advantage  I  have  taken. 

—  And  all  the  time  I  want  to  be  back  in  the  thick 
of  it.  It  was  so  glorious  —  such  a  bon  little  war, 
as  we  say  out  there,  while  it  lasted. 

You'll  want  to  know  what  happened.  On 
September  2nd  at  dawn  we  set  out  as  the  point 
of  the  attacking  wedge  to  hammer  our  way  to 
Cambrai.  You  will  have  read  this,  and  more 
than  this,  already  in  your  papers.  After  we  had 
fired  on  the  barrage  for  several  hours,  and  our 
infantry  had  advanced,  we  began  to  move  our 
battery   forward   by   sections.     The   Major   was 
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away  on  leave  to   Bliglity,  so  the  Captain  was 
a(  ting  O.r.     He  went   forward   to  (.bserve  and 
re(>'nnoitre;    I  was  left  to  move  U})  the  hatferv. 
ATy  own  secti(jn  was  the  last  to  move.     On  the 
mad  I  was  met  1>\-  a  mounted  orderly  who  handed 
me  a  written  order  to  join  another  battery  which 
was  doing  forward  work   on  opportunity  targets. 
I  reported  to  this  hattrry  and   had  brought  my 
two  guns  into  jHi^itiun  on  their  right  Hank,  when 
tlu-    first    shell    Ijurst.       The   gun-teams   had   not 
unhooked;   it  burst  directly  under  the  centre  team 
and  scuppered  the  lot,  wounding  all  the  drivers 
and  killing  one  of  the  gunners.     We  had  got  the 
guns  iiUo  action,   when  another  shell   burst  be- 
^i(!e  the  left-hand  gun,  near  which  I  was  stancUng, 
wounding  all  the  gun-crew  except  one  man.     I 
ni}self  got  a  piece  in  the  head,  between  the  car 
and  the  left  temple.     It  was  a  lucky  chance  that 
T  wasn't  killed  outright.     The  fragment  of  shell 
struck  upwards  and  under  my  steel  helmet,  cut- 
ting  tlu'   chi;,  .^tra])   and    the    brass    link   which 
holds  the  strap  to  the  helmet.     It  was  diverted 
b}-  a  ri\et  in  the  strap,  so  instead  of  going  straight 
into  m\   head,  it  glanced  along  the  skull.     I  was 
X-ra\ed  in  France  and  was  to  have  been  operated 
on.  l)ut  there  was  no  time  with  so  many  casual- 
ties coming  down,  so  I  was  sent  to  England  for 
the  operation.    I  was  in  luck  to  escape  so  lightly. 
I  was  so  grateful  to  my  helmet  that  I  hid  it  in 
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my  trench  coat  and  sniuf^j^lcd  it  back  to  England 
with  me  as  a  curiosity    -  which  is  not  allowed. 

But  to  return  to  my  story.  After  the  second 
shell  had  caught  us  and  others  were  popping  all 
abtnil  us,  1  made  up  my  mind  tluit  the  enemy 
had  a  direct  line  on  us.  I  have  since  been  told 
that  he  put  on  a  strong  unter-attack  and  bent 
our  line  back  tor  a  time,  so  that  our  artillery 
were  very  near  up  and  it's  likely  that  he  could 
oliserve  us.  I  sent  back  for  my  teams  after  we 
had  carried  nut  our  wounded,  inter.ding  to  drag 
the  guns  out  further  to  the  right  Hank.  Another 
gun-team  was  scuppered  and  all  my  gunners 
were  knocked  out  but  three  men.  The  enemy 
now  started  to  pay  attention  to  my  ammunition 
wagons,  putting  one  shell  straight  in  among  the 
lot  of  them,  so  I  had  to  leave  the  guns  for  the 
moment  and  get  my  wagons  away.  I  then  rode 
forward  to  where  the  other  guns  of  my  battery 
were  in  action  and  found  that  they  had  escaped 
casualties,  so  arranged  to  bring  my  guns  in 
beside  them.  About  an  hour  and  a  half  after 
I  was  hit  I  went  to  an  advance  aid-post  to  have 
my  head  dressed.  It  was  just  a  pile  of  stretchers 
and  bandages  In  a  ditch  —  the  living  under  cover 
in  the  ditch,  the  dead  lying  out  on  top;  here 
a  doctor  and  four  Red  Cross  orderlies  were  work- 
ing in  silence.  I  was  ordered  to  report  at  the 
next  post  back  for  an  anti-tetanus  injection,  so 
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I  got  on  my  horse  and  rode.     At  the  next  post 
Ihey  had  no  anti-tetanus,  so  T  was  put  on  a  lorry 
and  driven  Inuk  to  Arras.     From  there  I  went  to 
the    Casualty    (bearing    Station,    where    I    was 
dressed    and    got   two   hours   sleep    -  from    there 
I  travelled  on  the  Red  Ooss  train  to   the  Base, 
arriving  at  (>   \.m..  only  eighteen  hours  from  the 
time  that  I  was  in  the  lighting.     The  hospital  I 
went  to  was  the  Number  20  General  -  the  same 
one  that  1  was  in   last  year.     That  same  morn- 
ing T  was  X-rayed  and  starved  all  <iay  in  prepara- 
tion for  an  operation  which  did  not  happen.     In 
the  evening  I  was  warned  for  Blighty,  but  it  was 
the  midday  of  September  4th  before  I  got  on  the 
train  for  the  port  of  embarkation.     The  journey 
was  rather  long,   for  I  did  not  reach  Liverpot)! 
Street   till    tvo   in    the   morning,      ^'estcrday,   as 
soon  as  I  woke  up  I  sent  you  a  cable.     In  the 
afternoon    Mr.  \V.  came   to  see   me   and   is   com- 
ing again  totlay.     I  left  the  Front   vvithout  a  bit 
(.f  kit.  so  my  first  S.O.S.  was  for  a  pair  of  pyja- 
mas.    Having  studied  the  colour  of  my  eyes  and 
consulted    with    his    lady-clerks,   W.   sent    me    a 
suit  of  baby  blue  silk  ones  wit'^.  thin  white  stripes 
in  them  —  so  now  I  am  rea.^y  to  receive  ladies. 
^  I'.M.     I  was  X-rayed  and  there  is  a  splinter 
between  the  scalp  and  skull.     Whether  the  skull 
is  fractured  I  don't  know;  I  think  not,  however, 
as  I  feel  too  well.     What  a  contrast  lying  here 
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in   the   fiulet   after  so   many   night   marches,   so 
much  secrecy,  such  tiger  {ounces  forward  in  the 
dawn,  such  agony  and  courage  and  deatli.    There 
were   wounded   men   hobhUng  sewn   miles   from 
the    Drocourt-Queant    Hne    where    I    was    hit.    to 
the  hospital  at  Arras.     The  roads  were  packed 
with   transports,  ammunition,  pontoons,    rations, 
streaming  forward,  gunners  and  infantry  march- 
ing up  to  the  carnage  with  eager  faces,  passing 
tlie  back-going  trallic  which  was  a  scarlet  tide  of 
blood.     It  was  worth  living  for  -  worth  doing    - 
that  busting  of  the  Hindenburg  Line.    I  hope  io  be 
patched  up  in  two  months,  so  that  I  may  be  in  on 
the  final  rush  to  the  Rhine.    I've  only  been  out  of 
the  fighting  three  days  and  I  want  to  be  in  it  again. 
Don't  worry  about  me  at  all.    I'm  all  right  and 
brown  and  strong.    Thank  God  I'm  not  dead  yet 
and  shall  be  able  to  fight  again. 

Notk:  Liiulendnt  Coningshy  Dawson  7i'.;?  wuiindcd  on 
September  2nd  in  the  attaek  on  the  (Jiieant-Droioiirt  Line, 
when  the  magnijiecjit  fighting  of  the  Canddians  broke  the 
Ilimlenburg  Line.  The  above  letter  describes  that  attaek  and 
the  manner  in  which  he  got  his  wound. 


LXXVII 

London 
September  8,   1918 

I'VE  returned  from  this  oflensive  with  a  very 
healthy  hatred  of  the  Hun.  One  of  uur  tanks, 
commanded  by  a  boy  of  twenty,  got  too  far  ahead 
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and  was  (apturcil.  When  the  rol  til  llu;  attack- 
ing line  ( au,L,'ht  up,  tluy  found  him  stripped  luiki-fl 
and  Ixnind  tu  hi-,  tank  (had.  '\'\\v  l»rutcs  had 
hduihcd  him  to  (hath  nioth(.T-nakcd.  When  I 
tfll  ou  that  no  prisoners  were  taken  for  the  next 
twenty-four  hour-,  I  think  you'll  applau(l  and 
wonder  why  the  twenty-four  hours  wasn't  ex- 
tended. The  men  said  they  ;^ot  siik  of  the  killing. 
Win  wi're  decent  to  these  vermin  at  all  annues 
me,  until  I  rememhtr  that  I  also  am  deicnt  to 
them.  1  think  the  reason  is  that  originally  we 
set  out  to  he  i^ood  s])ortsmer.  and  are  ashamed  of 
l)ein,i^  forced  into  hatred.  All  the  way  down  the 
lini'  the  Cierman  wounded  recciNcd  ])re(isely  the 
same  treatment  as  our  own  men  and  treatment 
th;it  was  just  as  promj)t.  At  the  Casually  ("lear- 
inj;  Station  (lerman  ol'ticers  sat  at  tahle  with 
us  and  no  difference  was  made.  On  the  Red 
Cross  train  they  were  <j;iven  beds  in  our  carriage 
and  our  I'nglish  sisters  waited  on  them.  I 
thought  of  Iiow  the  Cierman  nurses  treat  our 
cliai)s,  si>itting  into  the  food  and  the  cups  befort; 
they  hand  them  to  them.  l",\iTy  now  and  then 
you  would  see  a  wounded  Canadian  hop  up  the 
carriage  and  offer  them  cigari'ttes.  They  sat 
stil'ilv  ami  insolently,  with  absurd  yellow  gloves 
on,  looking  as  though  every  kindness  shown  was 
a  national  tribute  to  their  superiority.  There 
were  so  many  of  us  that  at  night  two  had  to  lie 
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on  beds  made   for  one.     The   (icrmans  refused; 
they    wanted    a    bod   apiece.      When    Uuy    were 
told  they  would  have  to  >it  up  if  they  would  not 
share,   they  said   they  would  sit   up.     1  h.n   the 
sister  came  along  to  inve>tigate  the  di>turl)ance. 
They  eyed  her  with  their  obstinate  i)ig-eyes,  as 
though  daring  her  to  touch  them.     She  told  them 
that  if  they  wanted  to  sit  up  all  night  they  would 
have  to  do  il  in  the  corri<lor.  as  ihey  prevented 
the    bed    al)ove    them    from    being    pulled    down. 
At    the   end    of    t'lfteen    minutes    they    decided    to 
share  a  bed  as  all  of  us  had  been  doing,  but  they 
muttered  and   grumbled   all   night.     'Ilure   were 
a  good  many  of  us  who  wished  for  a  Mill's  bomb 
and  an  open  field  in  which  to  teach  them  man- 
ners.   It  seems  to  me  that  the  (ierman  is  incorrigi- 
ble.   He  was  l)orn  a  boor  and  he  can  never  ropond 
to  courtesy.     Kindness  and  mercy  are  lo>t  upon 
him;    he  accej-ts  then\  as  hi>  right  and  becomes 
domineering.       If   any    peacemaker    think,     that 
Christian     forliearance     and     magnamniiiy     will 
make   ft^r  a   new  brotherhood   v.hen   peace-terms 
are    formulated,    he    is    vastly    mistaken.      The 
German  is  a  bully  and  the  only  leader>hip  that 
he   acknowledges  and   the  only   righteousness   to 
which  he  bows,  ih  the   leadership  and  the  armetl 
force   of   a   bully   stronger   than   him.sdf.      Senli- 
mental   leniency   on   the   i)art   (jf    the   Allies    will 
onlv  make  him  swx-11  out  his  cheat  afresh. 
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\'<'U  may  have  seen  the  account  of  a  booby- 
trap  which  the  Huns  left  behind  a  cnuiiied 
kitten.  They  banked  on  the  humanity  of  our 
(haps  to  release  the  little  beast;  but  the  mo- 
ment the  first  nail  was  drawn  it  exploded  a  mine 
which  killed  our  Tommies.  In  contrast  to  this 
is  an  incident  which  occurred  the  night  bet'orc 
our  attack  on  the  IIin(lenl)urg  Line.  A  hare, 
fri-htened  by  shell-fire,  came  panting  through 
our  gun-i)osition.  Some  of  the  ft^llows  gave 
chase,  till  at  last  one  fell  on  it  and  caught  ii. 
It  started  to  cry  like  a  baby  in  a  heart-ren<ling 
sort  of  way.  We  hadn't  had  very  much  meat 
and  the  intention  in  catching  it  ha<l  been  to  put 
it  i..  the  pot;  but  there  was  no  one  who  could 
face  up  to  killing  it  --  so  it  was  petted  and  set 
free  again  in  the  wheat.  Queer  tender-hearterl- 
ness  on  the  part  of  men  who  ne.\t  morning  were 
going  to  kill  their  kind!  Their  concern  when  the 
little  beast  began  to  sob  was  conscience-stricken 
and  ludicrous. 


LXXVIII 

London* 
September   12.   igiS 

I'VE  a  great  piece  of  news  for  you.  It's  ex -eed- 
.ngly  likely  that  I  shall  visit  the  States  on  the 
British  Mission.  This  must  read  to  you  like 
moonshine  —  but    it's    quite    plausible    fact.      I 
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shall  not  1)L-  allowed  to  go  back  to  the  Front  for 
two  (jr  thn-c  months,  as  it  will  probably  bf  that 
time  bfforc  I  am  pronounced  lit  for  ac  ti\e  serv- 
ice. It  i>  suggested  that  during  that  time  I  come 
to  the  States  to  speak  on  Anglo-Amerit  an  rela- 
tions. I  fell  \cry  loth  to  postpone  niy  return 
to  the  Front  by  a  single  day,  and  would  only  do 
it  if  I  were  quite  sure  that  I  should  not  be  fit 
for  active  service  again  before  the  winter  settles 
down,  when  the  attack  will  end.  I  don't  want 
to  miss  an  hour  of  the  great  offensive.  If  I  agree 
to  C(»me  to  the  States,  I  shall  <jnly  <lo  it  on  the 
pledge  that  I  am  sent  straight  back  to  I'rance 
on  my  return.  This  would  give  me  a  right  to 
speak  to  Americans  as  nothing  else  would.  I 
could  not  speak  of  the  war  unless  I  was  re- 
turning to  it.  I  owe  the  Lord  a  death  for  every 
life  of  my  men's  th.it  has  been  taken  -  and  1 
want  to  get  back  to  where  I  can  pay  the  debt. 
IJut  wouldn't  it  be  ripping  to  have  a  few  weeks 
all  together  again?  Can't  I  picture  myself  in 
my  little  study  at  the  top  of  the  house  and  in 
my  old  bedroom!  I  may  even  manage  a  Christ- 
mas with  you  I 

Having  had  my  wound  dressed  and  having 
togged  myself  u[)  in  my  new  uniform,  I  jumj)ed 
into  the  inevitable  ta.xi  and  went  to  lunch  at 
the  Ritz  with  some  of  the  visiting  American  edi- 
tors.    It  was  delightfully  refreshing  to  listen  to 
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ClKirlic  Townc'-^  wild  vnthusiasm  for  the  coura- 
l^iuus  WiiiU  spirits  ..f  r.nghimi.     "The  streets  are 
,lark   ut    ni-hl."    he   sai.l.    '-Imt    in    the    people's 
hearts    there    is    m.-rr    light    than    ever."      Two 
stories  were  told,  illuminatingly  true,  of  the  way 
in    which    the    average    Englishman    carries    on. 
There  was  an  otlieer  who  had  had  an  eye  shot 
,,ut;    the  cavity  was  tilled  with  an  artificial  one. 
Towne  fell  a  profound  pity  for  him,  but  at  the 
same   lime  he   was  rather  surprised  to  see  that 
the  <liap   wore   a    monocle   in   the  eye   that  was 
sightless.     At  last  he  plucked  up  courage  to  ask 
him  what  was  the  object   cf  the  monocle.     The 
chap  smiled  droUy.     "I  do  it  for  a  rag,"  he  said; 
"it  makes  me  look  more  funny." 

A  Canadian  Tommy,  without  any  legs,  was 
being  wheeled  down  a  station  platform.  Another 
wounded  Tommy  called  out  to  him.  "You're 
n..t  on   the  staiT,   Hill.     Why  don't  yer  get  out 

and  walk?" 

"  'Cause  I'm  as  good  as  a  dook  now,"  the  chap 
replied;    "for  the  rest  of  me  life  I'm   a   kerridge 

gent." 

riu  thing  that  seems  to  have  impressed  these 
American  visitors  most  of  all  is  the  way  in  which 
,.ur  soldiers  make  adversity  aj.pear  comic  by 
iheir  triumphant  capacity  fur  mockery. 

Towne,  being  a  lover  of  poetry,  was  terrili- 
callv  keen  to  visit  goldsmith's  grave.     1  hadn't 
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the  fojjgiosl  iilt;i  where  it  was.  hut  after  lunch 
we  set  out  in  search  <»f  it.  At  la>t  we  found  it  in 
a  shady  backwater  of  the  Inner  lenipK-  a 
simple  slab  on  which  the  only  inscription  was 
the  name  "Oliver  (iol{l>niith."  I  know  of  only 
one  parallel  to  thi^  for  illustrious  bri'sity;  a 
grave-stone  in  Paris.  fr<»m  whii  h  even  the  Chris- 
tian name  is  omitted  ami  on  which  thi-  solitary 
Word  "Heine"  is  written.  I  liked  to  sec  the 
poet  from  Broadway  hare  his  head  as  he  stni.d 
by  the  Iong-(lead  JJiglish  poet's  grave.  lU-hind 
us  in  the  Tenrple  ehapel  the  confident  soprano 
of  boys'  voices  soart'd.  It  was  a  gray-blue  day, 
made  tawny  for  brave  momentN  by  fugitive  stabs 
of  sunshine.  Lime-trees  dappled  tlu-  cold  court- 
yard with  shadows;  leaves  drifted  clown  like 
gilded  largesse.  Old  men.  wilh  dimming  eyes 
and  stoopeil  backs,  shuttled  from  stairway  to 
stairway,  carrying  heavy  ledgers.  The  rumble 
of  Fleet  Street  reached  us  comfortingly,  like  the 
t^.ound  of  distant  surf  on  an  unseen  shore.  My 
thoughts  wrenched  themselves  free  from  the 
scenes  of  biood  and  stniggle  in  which  I  partici- 
l)ated  less  than  two  weeks  ago.  Here,  in  that 
simple  inscri{)tion,  was  the  symbol  of  the  one 
quality  which  survives  Time's  erasures  —  char- 
acter which  loved  and  won  love  intensely. 

Queer  leiters  you  get  from  me!     I  write  the 
way  I  feel  from  London  or  the  battle-ikld.     My 
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room-mate  is  lying  in  Ijcd,  his  poor  shattered  leg 
propped  uj)  on  a  pillow  and  a  cheery  smile  about 
his  lip^.  In  the  well  of  the  hosfjital  sijmeone  is 
playing  —  playing  love-songs  as  though  there 
were  no  war.  The  music,  muted  by  distance, 
drifts  in  to  me  through  the  open  window.  I  feel 
tliat  life  is  mine  again;  I  can  hope.  At  the 
Front  to  hope  too  much  was  to  court  disappoint- 
ment.    Tu  be  alive  is  thrilling  and  delicious. 


r- 
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London 
(ktolxr  6,  iQi.S 


It  is  Sunday  morning.  As  I  write  the  newsboys 
in  the  Strand  are  calling  an  extra-special.  Before 
entering  the  Savoy  for  lunch  I  purchased  a  copy, 
which  I  read  as  I  sat  in  the  great  gold  and  crimson 
lounge  while  I  waited  for  a  tai)le.  You  know 
what  the  Savoy  is  like,  crowded  with  actresses, 
would-be-taken-ior  actresses,  olhcers  on  leave, 
cha/s  hobbling  out  of  hospitals  like  myself,  and 
a  si)rinkling  of  Jews  with  huge  noses  and  a  mag- 
niliceiil  disregard  for  the  fact  that  they  are  not 
in  khaki.  Tiie  orchestra  was  being  kept  up  to 
the  right  pitch  of  frenzy-  in  their  efforts  b}-  a 
gentleman  who  is  reported  to  get  in  more  e.\tra 
beats  to  'he  minute  than  any  other  person  of  his 
colour  in  Li)ndon.  The  feet  of  the  girls  tripped 
into  an  uncon.^ious  one-step  as  they  entered,  as 
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though  they  acted  indcpendtntly  of  their  owners. 
At  '.he  end  of  the  rather  pompous  hall,  with  its 
false  air  of  being  too  respectable  for  naughtiness, 
lay  the  terrace  and  beyond  that  the  Thames, 
benevolent  anri  drowsy  in  the  October  sunshine. 
Everything  was  gay  and  normal  as  though 
nothing  excej^t  the  war  had  hai)pened  or  would 
ever  happen.  I  should  like  Berlin  to  have  seen 
us  —  Berlin  which  waited  breathless  for  the 
detonation  <if  the  latent  Big  Bertha  which  she 
had  tired  on  the  world. 

I  opened  my  paper.  Across  the  top  of  it,  in 
one-inch  tyi)e  headlines,  ran  the  message: 

GERMANY    PLEADS    FOR    PEAC^E 

I  am  sorry  to  have  to  disappoint  Germany, 
but  the  truth  is  I  didn't  blink  an  eyelid  or  turn 
a  hair.  I  was  scarcely  mildly  interested.  I 
gazed  round  the  crowd;  their  eyelids  had  not 
blinked  and  their  hair  ha<l  not  turned.  The 
Kaiser's  Big  Bertha  of  i)eace  had  not  roused  them; 
she  must  have  tired  a  dud.  Everyone  looked 
quite  Ci^ntented  and  animated,  as  if  the  war  was 
going  to  last  fore\er. 

My  eye  slipped  down  the  two  columns  of  close 
printing  in  which  the  mercy  of  the  .Ml  Highest 
was  revealed  to  the  world.  I  learnt  that  the  All 
Highcst's  new  Imperial  Chancellor  was  celebrat- 
ing his  new  olTice  by  playing  a  little  trick  on  his 
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own  credulity;  he  \v;is  pretending  that  by 
Chrislnius  Germany  would  have  sjjonged  out  all 
her  debts  of  infamy  with  words.  Prince  Max  of 
Baden  was  in  such  a  hurry  to  bring  good-will 
u[)()n  earth  that  he  had  cabled  to  President 
Wilson  projjosals  for  a  lasting  i)eace;  he  had  gone 
to  thi;,  trodble  and  expense  not  because  of  any- 
thing that  was  hap[)ening  on  the  \Vt>Lern  Front, 
but  solely  "in  the  interests  of  suffering  humanity." 
Glancing  at  a  parallel  column  I  read  words  which 
would  have  led  me  to  doubt  the  sincerity  u{  any- 
one less  august:  '  ^  .ernians  Defeated  in  All-day 
Battle.  Tanks  do  Great  Execution  Among  liun 
Infantry.     looo   Prisoners  Taken." 

Then  I  turned  back  to  .sec  what  this  s[)okesman 
of  a  nation  of  humanitarian^  had  to  say  for  him- 
self. 1  learnt  that  Germany  had  always  been 
keen  on  the  League  of  Nations:  that  >he  was 
anxious,  as  she  had  alway.->  been  anxious,  to  re- 
habilitate Belgium;  tliat  her  armies  were  still 
invincible  and  that  the  Western  Front  was  still 
unbroken;  that  the  Kaiser  was  God's  latest 
revelation  of  His  own  perfection  and  His  mair- 
nanimous  shadow  upon  earth. 

Liars!  Blasjihemous  liars!  How  can  one  treat 
with  a  nation  which  had  not  even  the  sense  to 
make  its  shamming  decent  anrl  plausib'e?  On 
the  Western  Front  today  in  their  ignominious 
retreat   the   Germans  are  showing   their  ancient 
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ferocity  for  destruction.  I  know,  for  I  have  just 
come  from  before  Cambrai.  Cities  are  beinj; 
levelled  before  they  make  their  exit;  civilian 
populations  are  being  carried  away  captive; 
trains  piled  high  with  loot  precede  their  departure; 
tlu'y  leave  behind  them  the  desolati(^n  of  death. 
While  with  "incomparable  heroism"  their  armies 
are  executing  these  brutalities,  their  Chancellor 
recalls  us  to  a  lost  humanity  and  presupposes  that 
we  shall  accept  his  professions  at  their  face  value. 

I  looked  up  fro.  1  my  paper  at  the  Sunday 
crowd,  chatting  ^.  y  as  it  passed  through  gaudy 
splendours  into  lunch.  They  were  amazingly 
unmoved  by  anything  that  the  German  Chancellor 
had  said.  So  far  as  their  attitude  betrayed  them, 
he  might  never  have  become  Chancellor.  If  I 
may  state  the  case  colloquially,  they  didn't  care 
a  damn.  There  were  American  oftkers  newly 
landed,  men  with  the  Mons  ribbon,  who  had  been 
in  the  game  from  the  crack  of  the  first  gun. 
wounded  Johnnies  like  myself,  wearing  the  blue 
armlet  which  denotes  that  you  are  still  in  hospital. 
One  and  all  were  seizing  this  jolly  moment  l)e- 
fore  they  again  caught  sight  of  the  trenches 
and  carried  on  with  pounding  the  Ilun.  They 
weren't  going  to  s[)oil  their  leisure  by  discussing 
the  i)erturbalions  of  a  German  Chancellor. 

Peace!     For  the  Ilan  there  shall  be  no  peace. 
For  him,  for  the  next  hundred  years,   whether 
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wf  light  him  or  guard  the  wall  which  we  shall 
Ijuild  about  him,  (here  will  be  no  peace.  We, 
who  have  seen  th(.'  mud  of  France  grow  red  with 
blood  a->  if  with  poppy  [Hial>.  will  never  hjrget. 
That  we  die  is  nothing,  proxidi-d  always  that  two 
(ierman  lives  pay  lor  our  deatii.  Beyond  the 
Rhine  (iermany  lie.-,  intact;  her  towns  are  still 
^^ug  and  >iniling.  One  journeys  to  them  through 
a  hundred  niiler,  of  rotting  corjvses  -  the  corj)>es 
ot  men  v.ho  were  our  friend.->;  yd  the  ImpiTial 
Chaiuellor  apj)eals  to  our  humanity  and  reminds 
us  of  nurc}'. 

Mere)  !  Wldle  I  have  been  in  ho.>j)ii.al  .^e\eral 
batches  of  returned  Hrili.-,li  prisoners  have  arrived. 
I  have  sat  at  table  with  them,  seen  their  neglected 
wounds  and  talked  to  them.  One  officer,  in  ad- 
dition to  hi>  battlefield  wound,  has  a  face  hor- 
ribly di>iigured.  I  scarcely  know  how  to  describe 
it.  Hi,-,  jaw  has  been  broken;  his  entire  face 
has  been  pUNhed  to  one  side.  It  was  done  by 
the  butt  of  a  Hun  rille  in  a  {iri.son  hosj)iial  in 
(iermanv;  an  orderly  woke  him  uj)  by  smashing 
his  lace  in  one  morning  as  he  lay  in  beil.  \'ou 
may  say  that  thi>  wa^  the  act  of  one  man  and 
cannot  justly  be  taken  as  representative  of  a 
nation.  'I'he  time  has  long  gone  by  for  such 
generous  discriminations;  in  four  year.-,  of  war- 
fare these  ferocious  cruelties  have  been  too 
frequent   and   organised    for   their   odium    to    be 
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borne  l)V  individual  men.  When  C  -many 
speaks  of  mercy  it  is  as  though  a  t  ondemned 
murdiTer  on  the  scaffold  appeali'd  for  his  re- 
j)rieve  on  the  grounds  of  Christ's  commandment, 
"Love  thv  neiglibor  a<  thyself."  lUiliir-,  grow 
fluent  at  quoting  scri[)ture  only  when  tiny  feel 
the  rope  about  their  n^'ck.-;  their  use  of  cri[)ture 
phrases  at  the  eleventh  hour  i^  proof  of  cowardice 
—  not  of  rejientance. 

Judas,  the  front-rank  assassin  of  all  times,  set 
an  example  in  decency    which   it   would   behoo\A. 
(lerman>-  to  follow,  when   he  went  out  into  the 
••nd   hanged  him>elf. 
will  be  ^entimentali^ts  among  the  Allies 
who    will    >peak    of    forgiveness   and    softtr   judg- 
ments.    Their  moti\es  will  be  mi.xed  and  many: 
some    will    be    camoutla-.'eil    ji.icifists;     some    will 
be   influenced    by    per-of.al    advantages,   such    as 
relations,    business    aftiliations    and    fuiancial    in- 
vestments in  (lermany;    some  will  be  war-weary 
mothers  and  wives  who  will  pounce  on  the  tirst 
opportunity    of    regaining    their    remaining    m.en. 
None  of  thi'm   will   be  the   men   who   have  done 
the  fighting,      (iermany  has  turned  to  the  .\meri- 
can   President  a.^  the  intercessor  for   Peace;    the 
men  at  the  Front  look  to  .America  to  back  them 
up  in  exacting  the  linal  penalty  —  the}-  look   to 
America  above  all   the  other  Allies   for   firmness 
fur  the   reason  that  she  is  not  war-weary,  and 


2l6 


LIVING  BA^'OXETS 


K 

r. 


I 


hcciu.^c  millions  of  her  men  who  iire  in  khaki 
have  yd  to  j)ro\e  their  manhood  to  themselves. 
Aiiieriia  heyond  all  (ierm.my's  advers.iries  came 
into  the  war  on  indisputably  righteous  grounds: 
we  look  to  her  lo  inhi-.t  on  a  metii  ulou>ly  ri,i;hteous 
settlement.  In  the  hue  of  the  enormities  which 
ha\e  heen  perpetrated  by  the  Hun  armies  from 
the  fir  \iolation  of  Hel,ij;ium'>  neutrality  Uj)  to 
now,  no  Nen.L^eance  (ouM  be  maiie  ade'juate. 
The  entire  lii>tory  of  Ciermany'>  method  of  mak- 
ing' war  i.->  one  of  an  increa>ing  in,i;enuity  in 
de\i>ing  new  methods  of  making  nations  sutler 
while  withholdin.L!;  the  relea>e  of  death.  'I  lie 
ravi-<hini4  of  women,  the  .^hootinu;  of  old  men. 
the  sendin<;  of  the  .girlhood  of  occuj)ied  territories 
into  the  shame  of  unwilling  prostitution,  the 
whole-ale  destruction  of  all  \irtues  that  make 
life  decent  and  (lesiral)le  car.not  be  exacted  as 
[)art  of  our  penalty;  Init  the  extermination  of  the 
anh-culprits  who  have  educated  their  human 
instruments  out  of  manhood  into  bestiality  can. 
If  the  Kaiser  and  the  herd  of  human  minotaurs 
who  surround  him  escape  the  j^allows,  justice 
becomes  a  tra\esty  and  there  is  no  murderer, 
howe\er  diabolical  his  atrocities,  who  deserves 
to    l)e   electrocuted. 

With  the  turning  of  the  tide  in  the  Allies' 
favour  the  voice  of  France  is  already  making  itself 
heard  on  the  side  of  the  argument  for  vengeance. 
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Whoever    forgets,    France    has    her    landscapes 
billowed   into  mire    by  shell>,  her   gallanl    ciUes 
inverted  into  monstrous  blot^  of  brick  iind  dirt, 
alwavs   to   remind   her.     She   i^   demanding   that 
fur  JverN-   French  cily  laid  low.  a  German  city, 
when  the  day  of  settlement   comes,  .hall   sutler 
an    eciual     nemesis.     For    these    crimes    against 
civilian  rights  and   properties,    Crmany   ha>   no 
martial   motive.     They    are   wanton   and    carne<l 
out    bv    organised    incen<liarie>    among    her    re- 
treating armies,  having  no  provocation  of  l>attle 
to  excuse  them.     Moreover,  as  Dr.  Hugh  Bellot, 
the   eminent    International   lawyer,    has    pointed 
out,  Germany  has  condemned  herself  out  .4  her 
own  mouth.     In  her  treatment,  for  instance,  of 
such  a  city  as  St.   Quentin,   she  commits   three 
separate  crimes  against  International  law.     lirst 
against  the  per.son  of  the  civilian,  second  against 
the    rights   of    movable    property,    third    against 
the   rights   of   pu]>lic   and   private  property.     In 
her  own  military  manual,  known  as  the  -German 
War   Book,"   ami   regarded  as  her  official   guide 
for  military  comlucl  until  this  present  war,  she 
lays    down    that    "'the    devastation    of    occupied 
territory,  destruction  of  property,  carrying  away 
of  inhal)itants  into  bondage  or  capti\-ity,  and  the 
right   of   plundering   private   property,    formerly 
permitted,   can   no   longer   be   entertained.     The 
inhabitants  are  no  longer  to  be  regarded,  generally 
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spi'iikin;^',  as  fiicmics  and  arc  not  to  he  molested 
in  111'',  liinl),  lionour  or  frccflom."  FurtluTniore 
it  states  tliat  '"lactv  insult,  i'\try  (li>turt)aiu  e 
a,i;aiii>t  the  (l(inu'^ti<  p-fac c,  (.'Vcry  attack  on  lainily 
Iiiino'ir  and  morality.  cAcr}  unlawful  and  out- 
rai^L'oU'^  atlaik  or  art  ot"  violmic.  are  just  as 
striitly  |)uni^liai)li-  as  though  they  hail  hfcn 
conimittrd  aL;ain^l  thi'  inhaliitant>  of  oni''>,  own 
land."  'Ihcrt  is  not  a  sini^lr  onr  of  the  al)o\c 
ruliuL^s  that  (lerniany  i-.  not  xiolatinL;  at  this 
ni'-mcnt  in  her  cuf'-icod  withdrawal  froiu  I''r.init.'; 
and  it  is  at  thi^  tinn'  that  Ikt  ('hancrllor  appeals 
for  peace  in  "the  interest^  of  suffcrin.L;  humanity." 
Magnanimity!  It  is  a  line,  large-sounding 
Word  and  one  which  it  would  Ite  a  disgrace  to  lose 
from  our  vocabulary;  yet  it  is  a  word  cai)al)lc  of 
much  abuse  if  emj'loyed  in  our  peace-dealings 
with  the  enemy.  The  da\-  for  magnanimity  has 
long  gone  by;  in  being  magnanimou.-^  we  are 
unjust  to  Ijoth  our  future  generation-,  and  our 
valiant  dead.  There  are  ileeds  iif  such  \ileness 
and  treachery  that  they  put  nation.->,  e(jually 
with  in  .viduals,  outside  the  pale  of  ail  possil)le 
magnanimity.  For  four  year.-,  (iermany  has 
ligureii  in  history  as  a  self-ap[)lauded  assassin. 
While  the  role  seenucl  to  pay  hir,  she  gloried  in 
her  ruthlessncss.  She  succeeded  too  well  both 
on  sea  and  land  ever  to  persuade  us  that  defeat 
has    made    her    heart    more    tender.     The    only 
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peace  terms  will  be  a  (.arefully  audited  rcckonini; 
of  all  thr  ha[)i>inL'>s  and  iaiKKi'iu  r  liiat  >hc  has 
strangl*-''!.  Tlial  ihis  may  \n-  ac  ..mpli^lud  the 
man  at  the  Iront  i^  willing  tu  ^o  nii  ri.-^kin.L;  lite 
an<l  sanity  for  twin-  four  yiars.  il  nnd  })v:  \n  the 
(HTlainty  that  it  will  be  ac coinplir.he.l,  he  will  die 
without    ri'^ret.  _    i 

We  Hriti>h  and  men  of  the  Dominions  did  not 
alwavs  feel  this  way.     When  we  enlcred  the  war 
we    determined    to    remain    jj;entlemen    whatever 
hap[)ened.     We  weren't   '^o'uvj,  to  be   vulgar  and 
lose   uur   tem[)ers;    we   weren't   going   to   be   un- 
sportsmanly    and   learn    to    hate.     Though    dirty 
trick:,   were   played    on    u>,    we    woul.l    still    play 
fair.     Our  code  of  honour  demandt'fl   il.      l  here 
should  be  no  retaliation.   Then  came  the  (Germans' 
employment  of  gas,   his   tlame   altaeks,   his  sub- 
marining of  merchantmen,   hi->  bombing  of  ho-,- 
pitals  and  civilian   towns.     Vou   can't  play   fair 
with  an  enemy  who  tlies  the  tlag  of  truce  that  he 
may  shoot  y(m  in  the  back.     Tit  for  tat  wa>  ihe 
only  code  of  honour  which  came  within  tlie  com- 
prehension   of    .^uch    a    ruffian.     It    took    three 
years  for  us  to  stcKjp  to  the  bombing  of  the  Rhine 
towns.     The  wisdom  of  the  step  has  been  prt)ved; 
the  children  of  London  now  sleep  safely  in  their 
beds.     In  my  t>[)inion,  at  least  in  as  far  as  the 
British  armies  are  concerned,  the  success  of  thti 
present   offensive   has   just   one    meaning:     after 
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four  years  of  gallant  smiling  our  soUliers  have 
attained  a  righteous  ariKcr  a  determination  to 
exact  a  just  nvenm'.  'Ihey  no  lonj^cr  make 
lenitnt  dixriminations  hetwci-n  (it-rniany  and 
lier  rulers.  They  know  now  that  the  hreath  of 
evtry  in(h'vi(hial  (icrnian  is  tainti-d  with  the 
odour  of  carna^r.  What  makes  our  an.t^er  more 
hitter  is  the  shanu-  that  (ii-rmany  should  have 
foreed  us  to  stoop  to  hatred  as  a  weapon.  Hut 
there  is  only  one  safe  prinii|)I('  u{)on  whii  h  to 
act  in  deaHng  with  (iennany,  whether  in  li^luinf; 
luT  or  niakinj.,'  peace  with  her:  With  whatever 
mea^ure  slie  metes,  it  should  he  measured  to  her 
again.  Brute  force  is  the  only  reasoning;  she 
understand.->. 

The  Imperial  Chancellor  has  appealed  for  peace 
"in  the  interot  of  sut'ferinf^  humanity."  K\en 
in  his  cry  for  mercy  he  speaks  \aingloriously, 
boasting  of  the  "incomparable  heroism"  of  his 
mob  of  brutes  who  have  made  humanity  sutfer. 
In  not  one  line  of  his  appeal  is  there  a  liint  of 
polite  regret.  Jiy  the  time  you  read  this  letter, 
this  |)articular  peace  overture  will  !)e  ancient 
histor\',  but  there  will  be  man\-  more  of  them, 
each  one  more  sentimental  and  frantic  as  our 
armies  batter  their  way  nearer  to  dermanN's 
comi)lacent  smiling  towns.  As  these  peace  over- 
tures arriw.  as  they  will  almost  daily,  there  is  a 
saying  of  Richard  Hooker's  which  1  wish  every 
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American  would  rqu-at  niKht  and  morning  as  a 
vow   ;in(l   pr.iyir.     It   is  a  saying  which   was  in 
my  niin<!  on  the  dawn  of  August  8lh,  whc-n  wo 
sailed   <uit    into   the   morning   mi>t  on   the  great 
Amiens    attack.     It  is  a  saying    which   was  un- 
C()nsiiou>ly  in  the  mind  ol  every   liriti-h  >()l(her; 
its   stern    righteousness    cxphiins   our   altered    at- 
titude anil  the  Cromwellian  strength  with  whiih 
we    strike.     '"Lord,    1    owe    thie    a    death."    s^iil 
Richard    Hooker.     Whether    we    he    soldiers    or 
civilian-^,  we  each  one  owe  the  Lord  a  Hun  death 
for  the  accumulated  horror  that  ha.->  taken  place. 
Such   l)la>phemies  against   (i<Kr>  handiwork  can- 
not  he   wiped  out   with   words.      I'o   make   j)eace 
before  the    Hun   ha>   p.ud    his   righteous  dehl,   is 
to  shorten  Ciod's  right  arm  and  to  make  sac  rilice 
seem  trivial.     We  are  not   lighting  to  crush  in- 
dividuals   or    nations,    but    against    a    strongly 
fortified  vileness  and  to  prove  that  righteousness 
still    triumphs    in    the    world.        If    at    the    first 
whimpering  our  hearts  are  touched  and  we  allow 
the  evil  to  escape  its  punishment,   it  will  sneak 
off  with  a  cunning  leer  about  its  mouth  to  lick 
its  wounds  into  health  that  it  may  take  .i  future 
generation    unawares,      .\rercy     at    this    juncture 
would   be  spiritual   slovenlines>.     God   has  given 
the  Allies  a  task  to  accomplish;    He  has  made  us 
His  avengers  that,  when  our  work  is  ended,  He 
may  create  a  new  heaven  upon  earth. 


